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| : The Statesman’s Choice—“PIPER” 


Nothing helps mental concentration and clear judgment like 
a companionable chew of “PIPER.’’ Men whose occupations de- 
mand careful deliberation and reflection naturally acquire the helpful 
habit of using plug tobacco—and experience leads them to the 
highest type of chewing tobacco made — 


PIPER Heidsieck 


CHEWING TOBACCO 
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The famous flavor of “PIPER,” blended through the ripeness i! 
and mellowness of the finest tobacco leaf grown, affords the most | 
appetizing, relishful, enjoyable chew in the world. The carefully 
selected, thoroughly matured white Burley leaf in ““PIPER”’ retains 
'. . this pleasing taste, and insures lasting satisfaction. There is no other 
tobacco like “PIPER’’—as a trial will quickly demonstrate. 


5c and 10c cuts, foil-wrapped, in slide boxes. Also 10c 
cuts, foil-wrapped, in metal boxes. Sold everywhere. 


THE AMERICAN TOBACCO COMPANY 
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Will there be a Victrola 
in your home this Christmas? 


Think of the delight of having Caruso, Destinn,. Farrar, Gadski, Gluck, 
Hempel, Homer, McCormack, Melba, Ruffo, Schumann-Heink, Scotti, Tetrazzini 
and a host of other great artists sing for you! 

Think of having Elman, Kreisler, Paderewski, Powell, Zimbalist and other 
famous instrumentalists play for you; of hearing Sousa’s Band, Pryor’s Band, 
Conway’s Band, Vessella’s Band, Victor Herbert’s Orchestra and other celebrated 
musical organizations; of enjoying the inimitable witticisms of Harry Lauder, 
Nora Bayes, Raymond Hitchcock, Mizzi Hajos and other leading entertainers. 

Who wouldn’t be glad to get a Victrola for Christmas! The only instrument 
that brings to you the best music of all the world superbly interpreted by the 
world’s greatest artists. 

Christmas day and every day, let the Victrola inspire and entertain you! 

Christmas isn’t too far off to see about your Victrola today. Any Victor dealer will 


gladly demonstrate the various styles of the Victor and Victrola and play any music you 
wish to hear. 


Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N. J., U.S. A. 


Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal, Canadian Distributors 


New Victor Records demonstrated at all dealers on the 28th of each month 


Victrola 


Victrola XVI, $200 Other styles of 
Victrola XVI, electric, $250 the Victor and Victrola 
Mahogany or oak $10 to $400 


Important warning 
Vine Fy Records can be safely 
and satisf yed only 
with Victor bedles or 
Tungs-Tone Stylus on 
Victors or Victrolas. Victor 
Records cannot be safely play- 

on machines with jew 
or other reproducing points, 
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Self-Satisfied One: “*A MAN IS AS OLD AS HE FEELS.’” 


Knowing One: “Yes, BUT ‘ JoHNNIE WALKER’ Rep LaBet Is AS OLD AS IT TASTES.” 
—There is no doubt about it, because the “ Johnnie Walker” non-refillab'e bottle discourages 
tampering. 
Every drop of Red Label is over 10 years old before released from bond—the non-refillable 
bottle does the rest. 
GUARANTEED SAME QUALITY THROUGHOUT THE WORLD. 


Agents: WILLIAMS & HUMBERT, 1158 Broadway, NEW YORK. 


JOHN WALKER & SONS, Lrtp., Wuaisgy Distitters, KILMARNOCK. Scorcann. 
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| “Blue Grass” 
and “Kentucky” 


Fishing Reels 


ee ao 
men cad, — ane 


A Popular 
Bait Casting Combination 


“Bristol” Bait Casting Rod No. 25, price $7.00; and Meek “Blue Grass” Sim- 
plex Free Spool No. 35 Reel, $7.50. The angler who has this combination can go 
anywhere among casters and be proud of his outfit. The combination makes an ele- 

gant Christmas, ‘New Year’s or Birthday present for the experienced angler or for 
the young man who likes fine things. 


The Rod has a short cork handle with patented detachable finger hook, large pol- 
ished German silver improved casting guides and solid agate tip with extra large 
opening. The reel seat is close to the grip, enabling the fisherman to “thumb” the 
reel without tiring his hand. Large guides and tips allow the line to run so freely that 
after a few trials a novice can cast from 75 to 100 feet. Regular lengths 4, 414, 5, 514, 6 
and 6% ft. Weight 8 to 8% oz. Price, $7.00. 


The Reel is a decided improvement over other take apart reels in design, material, work- 
manship, action and durability. We have recently examined a number of these reels made 
over 12 years ago, and find them in first-class condition, showing no perceptible wear. 
The spiral gearing cut from one-piece hard-drawn brass rod, gives power, smoothness and 
speed otherwise unobtainable. The thumb rest allows the spool to be completely filled 
with line. The free spool mechanism acts automatically on the clutch principle, discon- 
necting the gearing from the spool by the act of casting and automatically re-connecting 
to the spool by the act of winding. Beyond a doubt this is the best take apart reel that 
has ever been produced for the price, $7.50. 


Both rod and reel can be bought separately of your dealer, or by mail, 


from us at catalogue prices. Write for “BRISTOL” and MEEK CATALOGUES 
describing 49 different rod and reel models. 
The MEEK 34 They are free for the asking. 
"Blue Grass Simplex New 1917 Bristol Art Calendar 
FREESPOOL is ready. Sent on receipt of 15c. 


The Horton Mfg. Co. 


81 Horton Street Bristol, Conn. 
Also manufacturers of the Meek and Blue Grass Reels 


iat 
TTT Pacific Coast Branch; 
. PHIL. B. BEKEART CO, 
717 Market Street 
San Francisco, California 
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“And no safe deposit box has since held for him more satisfying contents ™ 


Boyhood Memories 


N a Vermont garret there was once 

a little, unpainted bass-wood trunk 

that contained a boy’s most precious 

possessions, and no safe deposit box 
has since held for him more satisfying 
contents. There 
was a pair of 
strangely - graven 
powder horns 
that had come 
down from a pre- 
vious generation 
and had been ap- 
propriated by the 
boy as the na- 
tural and legiti- 
mate heir to such 
family property; 
a___ bullet-mould, 
with a small skil- 
let in which to 
melt the lead for 
it and a “swedge” 
with which to 


By Arthur F. Rice 
Illustrations by Hy. 


make the bullets perfectly round and sure 
to find their mark! There were little green 
paper boxes of “G.D.” percussion caps and 
a larger metal one filled with the more aris- 
tocratic “Ely” caps, made in far-away 
London; bags of shot and tin canisters 
of “DuPont” powder (for that name was 
as famous fifty years ago as it is to-day 

a wasp’s nest, which was deemed by 
youthful hunters to make the very best 
wadding known; the tail of the boy’s first 
ruffed grouse, spread and dried in the 
shape of a fan, and a few chipmunk and 
red squirrel skins that had been removed 
and cured on the barn door as carefully 
as their owner has since treated larger 
trophies. Then, of course, there was fish- 
ing tackle that was very dear to the boy’s 
heart, but contributed greatly to his un- 
rest during the spring term of school: 
“Limerick” and “Kirby” hooks, lead for 
sinkers (which had been filched from the 
tea caddy); lines carefully wound or 
holders fashioned from the thin end of 


S. Watson 


a shingle, and a bait box consisting of a 
mustard can with holes punched in the 
top, in order that the worms might live 
to perform their appointed work. There 
was also a tiny pair of beaded Indian 
moccasins, and, although they were much 
too small for the boy, they seemed some- 
how to convey a hint and odor of wild 
life and therefore properly belonged in 
the trunk. 

This treasure-chest also contained a few 
of the masterpieces of literature ;at least, 
that is how the boy considered them, and 
he has never found any other books of 
such absorbing interest—“The Perils and 
Pleasures of a Hunter’s Life,” by Pere- 
grine Hearne; “Frank, the Young Natur- 
alist,” and “Frank in the Woods,” by 
Harry Castleman; “Lewis’ American 
Sportsman,” and “The Angler’s Guide.” 
The first of these had been bound in 
red, as was proper for so lurid and san- 
guinary a chronicle, and the others were 
in green covers, hinting appropriately of 
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“Whose sparkling cascades were an irresistible lure” 


the woods and fields and stream-sides. 
Dog-eared and with covers loose or miss- 
ing, these books were too precious to be 
kept in the family library, and besides, 
they were not considered to be desirable 
or improving reading for the New Eng- 
land boy of those days. 

From time to time additions, which 
were almost priceless considering the state 
of the boy’s finances, were made to this 
collection of treasures: a powder flask 
with a patent top that measured the charge 
in drachms, or fractions thereof, and a 
shot pouch that regulated the quantity of 
shot to be used in the single-barrel, muz- 
zle-loading gun, of which the boy had 
become the surreptitious owner and for 
a long time kept hidden in the haymow, 
because his parents didn’t approve of his 
having a gun. Alas! I know not what 
has become of that little trunk, for even 
the house in which it stood was long 
since replaced with a more pretentious 
structure; but in it were stored the things 
which represented the joy and the glamour 
of a boy’s life, a passionate love of the 
woods and waters, an intense longing for 
the freedom of the hills and the rapture 
of the wilderness. 


ERCHANCE 

to the grizzled 
hunter or fish- 
erman who 
reads these pages 
there may come 
recollections of 
some similar re- 


ceptacle of his 
boyhood posses- 
sions, and, 


through a pleas- 
ant association of 
ideas, there may 
be suggested to 
him certain 
brooks and ponds 
and bits of forest 
where he first 
learned to handle 
the rod and gun 
and absorbed an 
abiding fondness 
for outdoor life. 
To every lover of 
nature there is 





some particular locality dearer than 
all others by virtue of his long asso- 
ciation and close familiarity with it. 
Here the streams seem purer, the flowers 
more fragrant, the summer air more 
gracious, the winter’s breath more brac- 
ing than elsewhere; his acquaintance 
with the very rocks and trees amounts 
to personal friendship, and, though bound- 
ed by so narrow a horizon, this little spot 
of earth may hold a more precious and 
permanent place in his affections than all 
the rest of the universe. Speak of moun- 
tains and it is not an Everest or a Chim- 
borazo that comes first to his mind, but, 
rather, the hill that overshadowed him in 
his youth; where he first discovered the 
hen-hawk’s nest and found the tracks of 
the foxes in the snow. The river he 
loves is not the Amazon or the Ganges, 
but the stream on which he sailed his toy 
boats, where he learned to swim and 
watched the flight of the heron and the 
kingfisher. Later in life he may scale the 
Continental Divide, or send his boat down 
the great, rushing rivers of the North, or 
hunt in the giant timber of the West; but 
none of these will replace in his heart the 
more commonplace scenes of his boyhood 
sports. 

High up on the brow of one of the 
many hills that encircle the little Vermont 
town we have referred to, there lies an 
irregular patch of forest known as Holt’s 
Woods. The sturdy old farmer who 
owned it has long since been gathered 
to his fathers and some other man now 
owns this bit of woodland; but Holt’s 
name went with it and will always re- 
main as a sort of perpetual lien on the 
preperty. There is another lien on this 
piece of woods which the boy who hunted 
there half a century ago still holds; an 
intangible one, it is true, recorded in no 
town-clerk’s office and not likely ever to 
trouble the owner of the land, but which, 
nevertheless, is not to be parted with 
cheaply. It consists of a stock of pleasant 
memories, and, unlike some other stocks, 
it pays large and regular dividends. Holt’s 
Woods was the boy’s first hunting ground 
and when he recalls his feelings as he 
walked proudly home from it, carrying his 
first chipmunk by the tail, he can under- 
stand the emotions of Caesar as he en- 
tered Rome at the head of his triumphal 


legions after the conquest of half a world, 
This victory was but the first of a series, 
Red squirrels, gray squirrels and flying 
squirrels, hawks, crows and owls, yellow 
hammers, wild pigeons and grouse, skunks, 
woodchucks, and, at last, a big red fox— 
a'l these fell before the destructive fire 
of that three-dollar gun. That this mar- 
velous weapon finally burst in the boy’s 
hands without injuring him was looked 
upon by some good people as one of the 
inscrutable miscarriages of Divine Proyj- 
dence and also as conclusive evidence that 
he was reserved for some more violent 
end. But in spite of these ominous pre- 
dictions the shattered single-barrel was re- 
placed with a sixteen-gauge, double muz- 
zle-loader, and I fear it sometimes went 
off in Holt’s Woods when the school bells 
were ringing in the valley below. Of 
course that was very wrong, but who shall 
say that those days were lost which were 
spent in that beautiful upland forest! 
Even then the boy had a faint glimmering 
that the time would come—as it has— 
when the hours of toil would be many and 
the hours of careless freedom few. Nor 
was it merely bloodthirsty instinct that 
lured him into the shadows of Holt’s 
Woods, for all that was fair in nature 
seemed to be concentrated in them. Here 
the flowers were first to appear—adder’s 
tongues, hepaticas, wake-robins, blue vio- 
lets and “Dutchman’s breeches,” many 
bunches of which were carried home as 
peace-offerings and seldom failed to ac- 
complish their mission. Here were the 
great trees, that had never seen the axe, 
whose rustling boughs made sweet, weird 
music and whose falling leaves stirred 
strange, deep thoughts: lordly oaks and 
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maples and giant 
pines and hem- 
locks that seemed 
somehow to have 


been made for 
better uses than 
mere lumber. 


Here was the 
paradise of the 
birds,—rose- 
breasted gros- 
beaks, indigo 
birds, wood war- 
blers and—best 
of all—hermit 
thrushes, whose 
thrilling melody 
at dawn and 
dusk in the deep 
forest is as sweet 
a sound as ever 
fell on mortal ears. Here, too, were other 
woodland sounds never to be forgotten; 
the tinkle of the cowbell, the drowsy hum 
of insects, the wild cackle of the great 
red-headed woodpecker, the long, rhythmi- 
cal call of the yellowhammer and the 
muffled drum of the ruffed grouse in the 
thicket. 


Although so near to the town that the 
noise of teams and men and dogs could 
be faintly heard, here were the wild crea- 
tures whose presence adds an untold value 
to woods; bushy-tailed squirrels in the 
tops of the tall hickories, slim weasels 
making their noiseless way among the 
leaves and rocks, lumbering woodchucks 
speeding clumsily to their burrows, tiny 
woodmice playing about the old logs and 
stumps, and, occasionally, the sly, red fox 
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Boyhood Memories 


stealing cautiously along the wood-roads. 
When to all these alluring sights and 
sounds were added the fragrance of the 
ferns and ripened leaves, the inviting for- 
est paths, the glimpses of the distant 
mountains and the ever-changing cloud 
shadows on the broad fields below, what 
wonder that Holt’s Woods should have 
drawn the boy to it, and, having made 
him its confidant, made him its lover as 
well. 
a iv this country town were a score 
of trout brooks whose shaded pools 
and sparkling cascades were a constant and 
irresistible lure and whose very names 
conjure up memories of ecstatic days spent 
along their winding courses. There was 
“Whitmore’s brook,” that had cut its sinu- 
ous way through rich meadows which 
any, many years ago the beavers had 
helped to build; “Slab-City brook,” whose 
wanderings were mostly through deep, 
somber, thrush-haunted woods; “Spencer 
Hollow” brook, “Gould’s Mills” brook, 
the “Town Farm” brook and “Scrabble” 
brook, with others whose titles were equal- 
ly picturesque or descriptive. The search 
for the Holy Grail was not more thorough 
or sustained than were the voyages of 
discovery made along these brooks, from 
their sources in the hills to the points 
where they added their crystal-clear con- 
tributions to the dark current of the Black 
river, or its parent stream, the Connecti- 
cut. To be sure the fish were mostly small 
and often scarce; but whether the season 
was so early that the unmelted snow- 
drifts still lay in the thick evergreen 
woods and the divine incense of the ar- 
butus was being sifted upon the air by the 





woods was the boy’s first hunting ground” 
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April wind: whether 
the drowsy summer 
held its quiet domin- 
ion, disturbed only by 
the tinkle of the bo- 
bolink, or the “O-ka- 
lee” of the red- 
winged black-bird in 
the alders : or whether 
crisp autumn had ar- 
rived and painted the 
fields with-brown and 


the forest with 
crimson and _ gold, 
there was_ always 


something new and be- 
witching to see and 
hear and catch the 
scent of along the 
borders of these tiny 
rivers. There were 
other fishermen there 
besides the boys—blue 
king-fishers rattling 
their way down the 
brook and following 
its course as though 
it were dangerous to 
cut across lots: and, sometimes, a sleek 
mink that glared venomously with its 
beady eyes and slipped noiselessly from 
sight. From the black soil of the swampy 
places the skunk-cabbage sent up its green 
spear, the pitcher plant lifted its graceful 
head and the lovely swamp orchid mod- 
estly displayed its charms. Somewhere 
from the upper air there fell the shrill 
cry of the circling hawk: or the keen ear 
of the boys located, in a half-decayed tree- 
stub near by, the purring sound of young 
yellowhammers in their nest: or per- 
haps from some distant farm house the 





> sound of the dinner horn was borne on 


the breeze: whereupon the boy, bethink- 


- ing himself of the paper parcel in his 


pocket, was suddenly possessed with a 
rage for food, and, until that was satis- 
fied and the empty wrapper went sailing 


- down the brook, what cared he for birds, 
- flowers, or sweet savors! 


gpecege these golden hours may have 
been stolen from the time that should 
have been given to school books: but 
who would have exchanged them for any- 
thing that might have been learned mean- 
while! Possibly the weeds in the garden 
required attention: but what were pig 
weeds and pusley as compared with bull- 
heads and sun-fish! Suppose the grass 
in the back yard did need cutting: was 
that any valid reason why a red-blooded 
boy should ‘not hang his scythe in an 
apple tree and steal away,—carefully 
keeping the barn between himself and the 
house—to the brook where speckled trout 


b fanned the yellow sand with their white- 


edged fins? Perchance it was with some 
such stream in mind that Thoreau wrote 
these half regretful lines: 


“Beaver Brook, Penachook, 
Ye sweet waters of my brain, 
When shall I look or cast a hook 
In thy waves again!” 


And if the brooks meant so much to us 
what shall we say of the river of our 
youth, where we venturously launched our 
careening raft and along whose reedy 
banks we poled our flat-bottomed boat: 
where the “Devil’s darning needles” hov- 
ered and flitted and plethoric bull frogs 
clamored for their “jug-o-rum.” Do you 
not, old-timer, recall such a river, where 
you snared suckers and set your lines for 
eels and trolled for pickerel or speared 
them at night by the light of a jack? Was 
there not some place on your river which 
was called “the boom,” or “the oxbow” or 
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*‘Along whose reedy banks we poled our flat-bottomed boat” 


“Brown’s ‘ Rock,” or something of that 
sort? Do you remember how the man 
from the city came up there to renew his 
associations with the scenes of his boy- 
hood and took you out fishing on your 
beautiful river, showing you that wonder- 
ful, jointed rod, that marvelous, clicking 
reel and that precious silken line, that 
made you—perchance for the first time— 
long for the untold wealth that could 
command the ownership of such things? 
And, of course, you have not forgotten 
that mossy log sloping down into the 
water, where you detected signs of musk- 
rats and carefully set your “single-spring” 
steel trap, with a piece of sweet apple 
artfully arranged to insure the capture 
of your intended victim: and have you 
ever, in the successful pursuit of larger 
game, felt a keener thrill of exultation 


There’s a spell on the long bank, overgrown 


With willows and weeds and vines, 


Where the sodden clay runs blue and steep 


To the holes from which the catfish creep 
To tug at the midnight lines: 


There’s a voice on the sand where the young frogs throng 


When the evening shades come cool, 
And the rocky ridge that bakes and burns 


At the bend where the current swerves and turns 


To a riffle above the pool: 


than when you lifted your trap from the 
water and found therein the furry prize 
secured through your own skill and craft? 


—— like the boy we have been 
speaking about, you then saw an op- 
portunity to become rich by trapping, and 
started in to commercialize your sport by 
cffering to clear off the woodchucks from 
a certain farm for a bounty of 25 cents 
per head. Maybe, too, that, having caught 
all there were there, you began setting 
your traps on neighboring lands, until the 
thrifty farmer suddenly acquired wisdom, 
and, demurring at paying a bounty on all 
the woodchucks in the county, forthwith 
cut off your revenue! 

The sports of the country boy half a 
century ago were meagre indeed. Baseball 
had not arrived, golf was unknown and 





The Lure 


By Earl W. Williams 


summer resorts had not brought the boy 
into touch with city people and their many 
ways of enjoying themselves; so hunting 
and fishing and trapping were his chief 
delights; but in the pursuit of these he 
came to know about all there is to learn 
concerning the wild life in the woods and 
waters—or regarding the trees and flow- 
ers and weeds and weather. Every sound 
in the forest, every ripple in the stream, 
every track in the snow, carried an exact 
meaning for him. His book of knowledge 
was a thin one, perhaps, but he knew its 
pages well, and in the light of later ex- 
perience he seldom envied the boys who 
had had a wider field of entertainment. 
Indoors, his little old bass-wood trunk, 
and, outside, the land that lay between the 
sunrise and the sunset held joys enough 
for him! 


There’s a hail from the fairy ships of foam 


That swing at the bass-weed quay, 
And a nod from the little, wild blue-bell 
That sheds its bloom on the stranded shell 
With never an eye to see: 


And the big crane whoops, and the kildees call, 


And the old mill frowns by the roaring fall, 


And says to my soul, 


And the soft sky smiles above them all 


“Be free.” 
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EDITORIAL 


OFFICIAL ORGAN OF THE CAMP FIRE CLUB OF AMERICA 





OUR CANINE COMPANIONS 


T is a curious fact that the good Lord, in His inscrutable 
wisdom, has provided a breed of dogs for every known 
species of human, male and female. Show me the type of 
human and I will show you the canine that fits his style 

and temperament, as if gotten up to order, and this for all 
the infinite shades of character that lie between the intellectual 
and the brute in human kind. Milady Dowager, rubicund, 
breathless and voluble, tows her tight lacings behind an in- 
finitesimal Peke ; her lissome daughter, in airy skirt and modish 
hat, adorns her poses with a long, white, fluffy Borzoi. An 
elderly professor, kindly visaged and be-spectacled, passes by 
with his hand resting caressingly on the head of a noble St. 
Bernard; hurrying in his train may be a mannish young per- 
son who goes in for social settlements and her guardian is a 
German Shepherd dog or Chien Policier, as the more mod- 
ern version has it. Your helpless clinging thing, who attracts 
men as flies around a sugar bowl, will make herself yet more 
adorable by adoring a squeaking Pom; the star tangoist of 
your set attends her bridge parties with a Chow-chow in the 
car; her man-about-town escort owns a crack Scotty, while his 
suburban cousin watches with pride his trig Airedale, prancing 
and dancing about him as they go for a walk out into the 
open fields. His kid brother was raised from babyhood with 
the ideal family dog, the Irish Terrier, as “his” dog, while 
that blooming sister of his that you so much admire as you 
see her jogging her pacer along the bridle path has most likely 
for her boon companion the smartest, sauciest little wire-haired 
foxy that ever hopped on four legs. Completing the picture 
with her mother’s silk-haired poodle and Pater Commuter’s 
Boston Terrier, we have about finished the suburbanite type, 
except for their groom down at the stables, who, of course, 
is willing to match his pet bull against any other on this 
footstool ! 


ND now we get out on the broad bosom of America, 

away from towns and suburbs, and the air is more full of 
life-giving ozone; the fields and plantations stretch away to 
forest and copse on every hand, and we are in America as she 
truly is, the greatest agricultural nation that the world has 
ever seen. Our broad countryside gave rise to that fine prod- 
uct of American institutions, the Sportsman; in his freedom, 
his democracy and his faithfulness to the ancient type of the 
republic, unlike any other outdoorsman in the world. An 
aristocrat of the best, a democrat knowing no caste in the 
world of sportsmanship, his recreations of hunting and fish- 
ing are, thank heaven, the recreations of all our country gen- 
tlemen, North, South, East and Wést. Rancher, planter, 
farmer, or lumberman, he is always the gentleman, always the 
nature-lover, always the ardent devotee of rod and gun, of 
skill with outdoor weapons—as his fathers were before him. 


ND what of the dog, created for his type? Truly, in their 

numerous variations the gun dogs of this country out- 
number manifold all the other dogs put together. No 
phase of the outdoor game but has its dog for a helper 
and companion. Do you love to thread the high mountain 
trails in quest of big game? There is the American coon 
hound, big, courageous, flop-eared and gifted with a scenting 
power that can work out a trail two days cold; there is the 
Airedale, powerful, active, courageous, a killer and a fighter, 
to run with your hounds and save them from the mauling of 
the beast at bay. Do you love the uplands, with brown leafy 
dell where the ruffed grouse awaits your coming to hurtle into 
flight and tangled swamps, rich with black ooze under the tufts 


of wire grass, harbor the wily woodcock? What better com- 
panion than your heady setter, with his long, silky coat pro- 
tecting him alike against cold and briers, his infallible nose to 
pick up the faint scent of the lone bird! Do you hie yourself 
to the South, in season, and spend your days tramping the 
borders of cypress swamp and bayou, where the margin of 
brier on corn and cotton field forms a refuge for bevies of 
brown bob-whites? What finer sight, or finer dog to your 
hand, than a smart, active pointer, hunting with all the ardor 
of his being, crouching now and again as the quail scent 
strikes his sensitive nostrils—say, will you ever forget those 
poses! 


R, say your best bet is following the fur trails for molly 

and B’rer Coon and B’rer ’Possum and all his ilk. I see 
a brace of trim beagles following you across the fields, and 
beating you to the brush, and presently their ripping, tearing 
bray tells you that they have struck a hot trail and are burning 
it up. Some doggies!—for we middle-staters, where a day 
with the rabbits is not to be sneezed at! And then, along 
comes the duck season, and you rig out on some point, under 
a leaden sky with the leagues of brown marsh grass and gray 
bay waters on every hand. What canine. is lying in the blind 
with you, ready on the word to plunge into the icy breakers 
and bring in the slain or chase that crip who is trying to get 
away? A Chesapeake or an Irish Water Spaniel, I'll warrant, 
and doubtless the Lord may have made a better dog, but 
doubtless He never did! 


ND the hills about your home town, where you like to 
4 stroll of a Saturday afternoon with gun over shoulder, 
not so particularly keen about game but ready in case any- 
thing turns up—show me a better companion, easier to feed 
and keep as a household pet, than the merry little cocker! 
Again, you may live in the blue grass regions where horse- 
flesh still more than holds its own against the ubiquitous flivver, 
and sly reynard is worth coursing. You own a brace or two 
of good American fox hounds, I'll bet, and if you live fur- 
ther west on the wide prairies, it’s a brace of coursing grey- 
hounds to give you sport and bounties with the coyotes. 


ES, sir; there’s a dog for every human, and, in particular, 

there is a dog for every sportsman. One and all breeds, 
the motive back of you and your dog is not service but love. 
You do not own him so much for what he can do for you 
(though, of course, that is a consideration in his selection), 
but because you know from experience that the one devotion 
that never dies is the love of your dog. From his riotous, sin- 
ful and irresponsible puppyhood, through his educational 
youth and glorious prime, to a wise old age when his joints 
stiffen and he limps painfully the day after a trip afield, he is 
always the adoring pet, always eager for a chance word or a 
caress, never too tired to put his paws in your lap and have 
you fondle his shapely head. You love him—Lord but you 


do love him! 


E sportsmen must and will have our dogs, but the way 

to really own a dog, body and soul, is to get him as 
a baby pup, not a grown dog who has already given his alle- 
giance to someone else, and may transfer his to you else- 
where on perhaps small provocation. And the time to ac- 
quire a pup is mow; now, when you have the whole winter 
for him to get his growth in and all next summer for 
training, so that his first season afield will come with our next 
hunting season. Think it over, Brother Dogless—think it 
over! Next spring will be too late. 
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Bob White in Old Mississip’ 


By R. M. Helfenstein 


Illustrations by Roland Clark and the Author 


CHARACTERS. 

Peter Vo1o, a three-year-old registered 
setter, white, black and tan, commonly 
called Pat, an abbreviation for Patri- 
cian, so nicknamed by one of his 
many admirers at the club on account 
of his dignified bearing. 

Kinc, black, white and tan setter, two 
years old, but very small in stature. 


Wa tterR R. Roserts, Guide 
SCENE. 
Tue Dixie Crus, near Summit, Miss. 


HE last day of the 1915-16 season 

opened with a beautiful sunrise 

that tinted the eastern sky with a 

rosy glew, and, as seen from the 
gallery, seemed to give promise of a fine 
clear day with just enough snap to the air 
to make exercise pleasant. 

With gun case, camera, and heavy coat 
I went forward to meet my guide, of 
whom a word of praise is due, as one 
thorovghly understanding his business, as 
well as a careful field companion. After 
the morning’s greetings, I called my dogs 
and, with one in front and the other under 
the seat in the rear, we got under way. 

“Which direction to-day, Mr. Roberts ?” 
I asked. 

“Thought we would go west, sir. Fur- 
ther than we have been this season. 
Have been saving it for our last day, and 
know where there are quite a few coveys 
that have not been shot at this season, as 
it’s posted lands where I have permission 
to take you.” 

In two hours we had driven up to the 
entrance of a large plantation, and in a 
few minutes were off on our morning’s 


/ 

















‘“*Pat wheeled in his stride and 
walked straight into them” 


round. The first shooting we entered was 
a large sedge field and then we drew a 
blank. Then, walking through another 
sedge field where we found a large roost 
we entered the corn on the near edge of 
which the dogs found the first covey. As 
Pat caught the scent he wheeled in his 
stride, and, almost crouching, walked 
straight to the birds, King backing in the 
distance too far to snap him off. 


N the rise three birds fell and the 

balance, after a long flight, settled in 
a dense thicket. After Pat had retrieved 
the birds we followed the covey, crossing 
a small sedge field where near a fence 
King pointed, Pat backing. walked in, 
and another covey took wing, two birds 
falling. The balance being marked down 
in the same thicket as the others. We 
sent King in to retrieve as it was his point 
and then moved on. Found the thicket 
composed of blackberry bushes, grape- 
vines, cane and small trees, very thick. 
But, sending the dogs in and forcing 
through myself, I had some pretty snap 
shooting for over an hour. When I came 
out the other end with cap drawn and 
generally scratched up, I was quite con- 
tent with an average of about sixty per 
cent hits. 

We then moved on and, on the edge of 
an old orchard, found our third covey. 
We could plainly see the birds ahead of 
Pat. Did not shoot on the rise as I was 
within half of bag limit, and I enjoy 
single bird shooting more. But Roberts 
killed one so as to try and make the covey 
shorten flight. Marked them down in 
rather open waods where Pat found at 
almost the other side a single which came 
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to bag. The rest of the covey must have 
gone through to another thicket about 
fifty yards beyond where I decided to 
leave them, as it was quite near a tenant’s 
house about which a number of children 
were playing. 

The fourth covey was found in thick 
pine woods. When reaching there both 
dogs were standing and in the gloom it 
was rather hard to tell which had the 
birds until drawing close a glance at Pat 
showed me it was his point and I knew 
the birds were just ahead of him. Tried 
for a snap shot with the camera, but it 
was too dark in those woods and the 
negatives did not print well. Walked in 
and flushed, getting one on the rise. 


HE birds flew to and settled in a sedge 

field where Roberts had good shoot- 
ing, while I devoted myself to the camera. 
We then turned back to the wagon for 
luncheon. On the way King pointed an- 
other covey which flushed wild, not giving 
a shot. Marked them down in a deep 
draw covered with mass of vines 

Lunch was eaten by the side of a spring 
under a large pine tree, and then the 
pleasant hour of rest with pipes aglow 
that every sportsman enjoys, as he goes 
over the morning’s events with his com- 
panion. We decided to look up the last 
covey on our route as it was nearby 
and found they had gathered in twos 
and threes for fully a hundred feet 
along the draw. There was a small hill 
that rose abruptly on one side, covered 
with tangled sedge grass. Both dogs 
pointed within fifty feet of each other 
near its base. Asking Roberts to go to 
Pat in case the birds flushed at the shot, 
I stepped in ahead of King and a single 
flushed, making for the top of the hill. I 
almost let him reach it for distance and 
then the little 20 spoke (my channel bass 
prize, class 1914, FieLp AND STREAM) and 
he wilted. At the report another bird 
took wing almost under my feet, taking 
about the same flight. Again the gun 
cracked and Roberts called out, thinking 
I could not see over the hill, “You grassed 
them both, sir, and I’ll wager stone dead.” 

Then went to where Pat was pointing 
and put up a cock bird almost under his 
nose. It also tried for the hill but before 
reaching there doubled up in the air. At 
the report two more flushed behind me. 
Waiting for me to shoot, Roberts made 
a clean kill at long distance, while 1 
accounted for the other which fell, wing 
tipped, into the tangle of vines. Five 
birds down and none retrieved meant 
good sport. 

First we sent the dogs in to find the 
winged bird and very soon King appeared 
from under the vines with it. We then 
sent Pat for the last two which he 
promptly brought and King retrieved the 
two on the hill in his usual dainty manner. 
We then moved on, saying enough had 
been left for seed, and soon reached the 
creek bottoms where I was in hopes of 
putting up a few woodcock. It was dark 
and damp there and the dogs soon struck 
a trail, which after following for some 
distance they stood and Roberts, stepping 
in, shook down a young ’possum that was 
trying to climb a small sapling and as 
events proved was evidently out for a 
quail supper. I could not believe that 
was what my dogs were trailing as neither 


will notice fur, so sent them on. After 
hesitating every few steps they again 
stood and I flushed a large covey, killing 


one on the rise, but could not mark the 
flight on account of thickness of woods. 
Roberts and the ’possum were having 
quite a little picnic of their own in the 
meantime. He would hold it up by the 
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‘J put up%a cock bird 


tail and ir. "Possum would play dead, 
ol let it down and he had to take care 
of his fingers. Finally decided to take 
Mr. ’Possum out to the edge of the woods 
and hang him up until we should return 
that way later on, which we did, and i 
tried for a snap shot, but an approaching 
shower so darkened the sky that it gave 
my guide the appearance of a colored 
man. After tramping a mile or more we 
came to a pea field with a small log cabin 
in the center, upon looking between the 
cracks of which we could see was filled 
with peas in the pod. 

. HIS is surely the place for birds!” 
exclaimed Roberts and then, “Look! 
Look!” and there within twenty-five feet 
and behind us stood the dogs on as pretty 
a point as I ever saw. King’s head was 
about at Pat’s shoulders and a small 
blanket would have covered both. For- 
getting all about the camera slung on my 
back I looked my fill. We then stepped 
in ahead of the dogs and flushed. Roberts 
killed two with his first and one with his 
second barrel, and I, as a cock bird flew 
over my head in the opposite direction 
from the rest of the covey’s flight, I 
wheeled and had the satisfaction of seeing 
him fall about a hundred feet away. After 
sending in the dogs to retrieve we went 








almost under his nose” 


after the scattered covey in open woods. 
There an incident occurred that will, I 
think, rather appeal to the lover of the 
bird dog. While retrieving a wing-tipped 
bird that fell some distance away, Pat 
on bringing it to me came to a decided 
point about twenty-five feet from me. As 
he had done that several times before this 
season, I knew he was pointing with the 
fluttering bird in his mouth, so walked up 
and back of him and then flushed a bird 
that I took pains should fall dead. He 
then gave me the wounded bird and at 
command soon came back with the last 
bird of the season for me. Brother 
Sportsmen, you can wager I petted him 
good and plenty! Also found a tit-bit 
saved from luncheon to give him. Turn- 
ing to Roberts I remarked, “This ends one 
of the pleasantest days of as enjoyable a 
season as I ever spent at the Club and I 
am sorry it’s over.” 

We returned for the possum and gave 
it and some quail as a present to the 
planter—receiving his hearty thanks. The 
drive home passed quickly talking over 
the day’s happenings, and the lights in the 
clubhouse soon appeared, with them also 
mine host with a sportsman’s greeting. 

After seeing the dogs well cared for 
and an after-supper pipe, I was soon in 
the land of dreams. 




















N August 3lst I had an appoint- 

ment with E. A. Lockwood, local 

taxidermist at Idaho Falls, to 

start to Wyoming on an elk 
hunt, but, owing to a misunderstanding, I 
found that he had departed for the hunt- 
ing grounds six hours before my arrival 
and to follow him was next to impossible. 
I felt that I must go somewhere, if only 
fishing, so I gathered my shooting and 
fishing paraphernalia, called my setter dog 
and started for Mackay, Idaho, one hun- 
dred and five miles across the desert. 

Mackay is a typical western mining and 
cow town, situated at the end of the 
branch of the O. S. L. railroad out of 
Blackfoot eighty-five miles. If you hunt 
for big game in central Idaho you start 
from Mackay. 

Arriving there September 2nd, I found 
their round-up on in full blast. While 
an annual event like the “pumpkin shows’ 
of the East, there is no other similarity, 
for it is one of the best western shows 
given to-day, held at the very end of the 
barbwire fence, where the last free, open 
range begins and where the big free life 
of the old West still exists. With twenty 
thrilling feats each day for four days, 
feats of thrilling horsemanship on the 
edge of the last frontier in America, 
here is the only place where the entrymen 
get a chance for their “Moss Agates” as 
no entrance fee is charged. Here the cat- 
tlemen, cowboys, cowgirls, miners, In- 
dians and Mexicans are competing in the 
most strenuous feats in the world for big 
money purses, such as broncho busting, 
steer and bull riding, cowboy and cow- 
girl races, steer bull- dogging, steer ro- 
ping, trick riding and roping, rope spinning 
and round-up events of every kind and 
nature. Ask the man who has attended a 
real round-up if it is not the biggest 
pleasure in the world for the money. 


HILE enjoying two days of this 
W hitarity I met Jim Winn, noted guide, 
hunter and trapper who had come in to 
guide a party of Government men, but, as 
one of them had fallen and broken a rib, 
the trip was off. Each an oasis of the 
desert to each other, we traced our ancestry 
back to the place where we suppose we 
are related, took two more drinks and de- 
cided there was nothing to do after the 
round-up but go hunting. Accordingly 
the morning of the 4th saw us loading 
in our commissary camp outfit and hunt- 
ing dogs, and we drove out of town with 
a setter and two of the keenest Airedales 
in the world setting the pace on an 
eighty-five-mile jaunt back into the hills 


By E. R. Winn 


where Jim is on speaking terms with all 
the deer, bear, goat, mountain-sheep and 
other varmints. Two and a half days 
were consumed in this manner of leisurely 
going, with stops for coyote and sage-hen 
shooting. 

September 6th we saw our camp up on 
3ig Boulder Creek, near the head of the 
east fork of the Salmon River, where we 
spent a couple of days in the real big 
hills; but, the weather being too fine, we 
saw only plenty of sign, and decided to 
move camp over a divide to Little Boulder 
Creek, which we did the following day. 
And I was never more glad in my life 
when Jim, after what seemed to be a 
world of aimless wandering about—like 
a robin looking for a place to build a 
nest—finally found a camp-ground to his 
liking. A perfect place, too, in a little 
cove, well sheltered, with plenty of fine 
water, fire-wood and horse-feed nearby; 
but I was so hungry I could scarcely see, 
and so weak after our climb I could 
scarcely stand. Camp went up in a jiffy 
and one of the best meals of my whole 
life went down almost as quick, for Jim 
is a sour-dough baker with a record and 
an all-round champion with a Dutch oven. 

Such a wonderful country and full 
stomach made me restless; and Jim sug- 
gested that I go 
up the _ canyon 
about a quarter of 
a mile to a small 
lake, which, he 
told me, held some 
of the greatest 
trout-fishing in the 
world. Now there 
was a man once 
who was crazier 
than I am on good 
fishing, but he 
died; it killed him, 
so, stringing my 
rod as I went, I 
hit for the lake 
and stepped onto 
it all of a sudden; 
and there, nestled 
at the foot of the 
Majestic Peak, is, 
I think, the finest 
little lake I ever 
saw. The water is 
so still and clear 
that you cannot 
tell where the air 
leaves off and the 
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it seemed, for fifty yards—but where were 
the fish? Was this like all the rest of 
these fish stories? Well, I would wet this 
line and limber up this rod anyhow. I 
made a cast, when, “flip!” there came a 
trout from almost nowhere, and so sur- 
prised me that | missed him. I went 
right back at him, however, and he came 
at it again with two more. 


HOSE fish had no choice; they took to 

those flies like an Eskimo to gun idrops. 
They all seemed to be about nine to ten 
inches in length, and, while playing the 
next one just to see him perform, the 
other two flies were taken and I had 
three at once. This I repeated a few 
times, and then took off the two flies and 
began to pick my fish; and could do it, 
providing I could drop the fly nearer his 
head than to another, for at times there 
seemed to be a working mass of trout in 
that water. I spent thirty minutes catch- 
ing trout and fifteen minutes watching 
them. If I threw in a small chip it was 
all the same, and they swarmed to it. 
They seemed to have no fear of man, and 
the close-range view was so good that I 
afterwards took a photo of them. The 
sun had dropped behind the hills, so I 
hiked for camped and cleaned part of 











water begins. I 
could see every- 
thing in the lake, 


Jim, Queen and my Goat 
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The Airedale Dog that got my Goat 
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those fish (there must have 
been forty or forty-five) and 


and there. I tried to eat six 
of them, but pulled up full at 
number five. 

The next few days we spent 
in hunting deer and goat, but 
owing to weather conditions, we 
were not successful, but could 
always catch fish to keep one 


contented. Then it snowed 
about six inches during the 
night, and the early morning 





saw us on our way up the can- 
yon with both Airedales on the 
leash. We always had one, if 
not both, of these dogs with us; 
as they were experienced bear 
and lion dogs—and the year 
previous Jim had found this 
country to be alive with bear, 
but as yet we had seen only 
some old signs—and as a sec- 
ond purpose, these dogs were 
absolutely “sure fire” on wound- 
ed game of any kind. This day 
we saw three beautiful ram 
sheep, with splendid heads, but 
the Idaho law says No, and we 
watched them for an hour at 
600 yards, when they were lost 
in the snowstorm and we went 
to camp. Next morning we dis- 
covered a lion-track 300 yards 
from camp, but Jim thought it 
was too old to try for, and we 
had only Queen, the older Aire- 
dale, with us. A mile farther 
up the canyon Jim shot at a 
deer at 400 yards that saw us 
first, and stood in poor light. 
He missed; the deer took two 
jumps and was out of sight. 


A farther on I found 
a fresh track, that sure- 
ly must be a goat; but it 





weak at the top that I could 
barely stand, the top being al- 
most knife- edge and approxi- 
mately 11,000 feet altitude. Jim 
came through also, but the Aire- 
dale, Queen, could not follow 
us, and from the top we saw her 
wading snow high as her head 
down the canyon and headed to- 
ward camp. After a rest of ten 
minutes we started down, and 
after going one-third of the way 
we heard a dog tree-bark two 
miles across the basin and on 
the side of Castle Peak (which 
is the second highest mountain 
in Idaho, having an altitude of 
12,016 feet). Jim swore the dog 
was Queen, although we had left 
her only a few minutes before 
on the other side and knew she 
could not get over; but this dog 
was now two miles across the 
basin. However, away over we 
saw our goat bayed on a big 
rock, with the Airedale keeping 
him there. We found afterward 
she had gone a mile and a half 
down the canyon to a little sad- 
dle and crossed over and came 
back on the opposite side, picked 
up his track and “burned it up” 
until she rocked him. 

We climbed through rocks 
and crags and finally chose the 
course of a mountain stream fo 
get near the goat. At 250 yards 
Jim said: “There he is; what 
are you going to do with "him ?” 
and after resting five minutes, I 
tried him twice, and each time I 
was sure I saw him hump him- 
self, turn slowly around and go 
over the top; but Queen stopped 
him again on top, and I finally 
got up within forty yards of 
him—and there he stood on 
a big rock looking down at 








seemed too large, as it was 
as large as a fair-sized cow- 
track. I signed to Jim; he 
took one look and said: “Lord, 
what a goat!” and started on his trail. 
We trailed him a mile to a range of moun- 
tains almost a perpendicular wall, trying 
to locate him and get above him for our 
best chance. We found his bed where 
Jim’s shot at the deer further down the 
canyon had telegraphed him the danger 
and he had made for the waH. We 
searched with the glasses while lying hid 
under a pinion pine, but could not locate 
him. However, we could tell from the 
dog’s actions that she either smelled or 
sighted him. We ate lunch and discussed 
trying to follow him. Jim said it was of 
no use, as he had seen us first and, as 
‘there must be a big basin on the opposite 
side, we thought it possible to get over 
and hunt the basin; so we followed the 
goat-tracks for a short time. 

I have heard of men who can go where 
a goat can go, but. he cannot follow that 
‘goat’s tracks if the goat wants to perform, 
for, while they are said to be stupid in 
the head, they surely have a very highly 
educated set of feet. Goats are either 
great fools or great poets, judging from 
the country they seem to be determined to 
live in. After an hour’s fight, we found 
ourselves almost to the top, but up against 
a sheer wall, and the only way up was 
through a crevice three feet wide and 
forty feet deep. Not knowing the dan- 
ger, I said I was going over, and started 
to bridge through the crevice, feet on 
one side and back on the other. The 
crevice was full of snow and ice, and 
twenty feet up I was all in and could get 
mo further. But I found that you can 





Our Pack Train in good Sheep and Goat Country 


get up where you cannot get down, and I 
saw I could not get down, and moreover, 
just one slip and I would roll 1,000 feet. 
Somehow I went on up, by hanging on the 
rough edge of nothing and flirting with 
the undertaker all the way, but was so 





the dog. He had one fore- 
leg broken in two places, and 
was, I think, the gamest pic- 
ture I ever saw, as well as 
the most beautiful—white as snow, and 
shaggy, but calm as the rock he stood on. 
I figured to break the other shoulder, and 
fired my 6 M. M., but was surprised to 
not see him fall. He never staggered, 
never moved, never flinched, never batted 

















As he lay at the End of a 500 Ft. Tumble 




















an eye, never moved his head, yet’I saw 
the fur open and close where the bullet 
went. I moved three inches back and tried 
it again, and that time he looked at me 
and caimly crawled down from the rock 
and made for the edge of the cliff, with 
the Airedale hanging on. I got to her 
just in time to keep her from going over 
the cliff with him. It is said all goats try 
to commit suicide by jumping over a cliff 
when fa. lly hit. He fell 500 feet, but 
was stone dead when found, having the 
good fortune to only break about an inch 
off each horn. 


Y guide claims this to be the biggest 

billy goat he has ever seen, though 
not the largest horned. Estimated weight 
350 pounds, and the photo will give an idea 
of the size. Post-mortem examination 
showed all four shots to be hits, the first 
two breaking the foreleg in two places, 
the other two smashing the shoulder and 
pulverizing the lungs and heart; yet he 
went thirty-five yards to the edge of the 
cliff with the dog hanging on. It was 
only possible to carry the hide half-way 
to camp that afternoon, over the roughest 
going I have ever experienced. We took 
the hind quarters for dog meat. I have 
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heard of people eating mountain-goat; in 
fact, I know a man who gave a fashion- 
able dinner with the mountain-goat head- 
ing the bill-of-fare, but I never heard 
very much about the dinner afterward. 
Jim says there is only one way to cook it, 
and we didn’t go to the trouble. His re- 
cipe is: Pound the meat well with an axe 
or hatchet on a rock; heat an axehead red- 
hot; put the axehead in a Dutch oven; 
sear the meat well on both sides on the 
red-hot axe; add two quarts of water and 
boil two hours; take cut the meat and 
throw it away, and eat the axe. Judging 
from the fun that those dogs had on this 
meat, I think the recipe is just right, for 
when they had it masticated they were too 
weak to swallow it. 

Next day, going after the hide, we got 
our supply of deer and spent a few days 
unsuccessfully after bear; and then, as we 
had lost track of the days of the week 
and the month, decided to go out and see 
how old we were and who was winning 
the war. 

In defense of my guide and myself, I 
must say neither of us believe, or prac- 
tice, hunting big game with dogs, except 
bear or lion, but we are not responsible 
for an Airedale after she shows all signs 


of quitting and going to camp and then 
bobs up again. The writer, at one time, 
was of the opinion that these dogs were 
overrated. Now he takes it all back, hav- 
ing seen one of them fifteen months old 
kill a coyote with one slash of her splen- 
did teeth; and having seen them do their 
work under the driest and most unfavor- 
able conditions, and never having seen 
them fail on either a warm or blood trail. 
But both are trained and experienced 
dogs. 

In conclusion, I want to say Jim Winn 
is a graduate of woodcraft; a culinarian 
with a record; consistent; and with a 
touch of humor that should get him in 
“big time” vaudeville; and a gentleman 
always. 

While as for the goat, a full-grown 
mountain-goat has more “piece de re- 
sistance,” and can stand more lead than 
anything on four legs in the American 
continent, not excepting the grizzly. 

As for myself, I spent twenty-three of 
the most pleasant days of my life (but 
would not advise mountain-goat-hunting 
as recreation for nervous women), and if 
Queen finishes her household duties, due 
to eight puppies, by this fall, we'll go 
again. 
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A Perilous 





Cruise for Alaskan 


Brown Bears 


By Dan 
Author of “Big Game Fields 


Part III. 


Snug Harbor—Its Wild Picturesqueness 
—The First Brownie Makes Good His 
Escape—The Second Unsuccessful Stalk 
—Bringing a Big Bear to Bay—A Snap- 
shot at Close Quarters. 


N the morning we decided to make 
our permanent hunting camp near 
the head of Snug Harbor, about a 
dozen miles up the inlet. The scen- 
ery on all sides of this great estuary is 
wildly picturesque. Averaging about two 
miles in width, this long arm of the sea 
extends back through a rugged mountain- 
At the far end the ghostly 
white peak of Mt. Iliamna, still smoking, 
whose heart is fire and whose robe is snow 
and ice, towers above the other moun- 
tains that careen off on either side like a 
frothy wind-whipped sea. Bordering this 
waterway are numerous salt meadows or 
flats, which extend to the edge of moun- 
tains. At high tide these flats are, for 
the most part, submerged. 
was surprised to find that the bears 
fed extensively on the grass which grew 
on these lowlands. There were many little 
salmon streams that emptied into the inlet 
and altogether it was an ideal place for 
ars. 
The compelling power of nature in all 
her magic moods was displayed in the 
ever-changing panorama as we proceeded 
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of America, North and South” 

up the inlet. There was a weird wildness 
about the place that gave even to the 
Island’s rocks and trees a_ character 
unique. Trees, wrinkled, rent and twist- 
ed, seemed to clasp the rocks with crooked 
hands. These tough trees of the north 
bear a different character from their well- 
nourished brothers of a milder clime, and, 
as among men, they are often less beau- 
tiful but more interesting. 

Many Beluga whales sported up and 
down the harbor. They were following 
the last of the run of dog salmon. Eider 
ducks, puffins and scoters skimmed over 
the surface of the water, while the mal- 
lards and pintails streamed through the 
upper air. Across from the Island we 
were making for so as to pitch camp was 
a large herd of seals basking on the flats 
in the wan gleam of the wintry sun. 


E encamped on a little island about 
sixty yards in diameter. Half of the 
island was low and flat, and submerged 
at times by the highest tides. It was on 
the higher half, which stood some twenty 
feet above high water, we made camp. 
From this point of vantage we could com- 
mand an excellent view up and down the 
harbor, and were often enabled to spot 
bears feeding on the salt flats. 
Nate and [I left Bill to tidy up camp. 
Embarking in the dory we had brought 
in tow, we rowed down to a point a 











SYNOPSIS 

Dan J. Singer, the famous big- 
game hunter and faunal natural- 
ist, who writes exclusively for 
Fietp & Stream, left Seward, 
Alaska, on the twenty-second of 
September, 1915, on the most ad- 
venturous trip he has ever under- 
taken. When you realize that 
Cook’s Inlet is sixty miles wide 
and studded with uncharted, 
rocky reefs, you can imagine 
the perils of a trip to the country 
of the Alaskan bear in such wa- 
ters in a twenty-three-foot dory, 
regardless of the hunting dangers 
involved. The first important 
stop is Susitna Flats, where Dan 
runs into some old acquaintances 
of his and stays for some won- 
derful duck and goose shooting. 
The “Petrel” then moves on to 
Tyonek Point, where they inspect 
the Government Indian Reserva- 
tion. Thence to Harriet Cove, 
where they pitch camp and go 
on the first bear hunt. Though 
sign was plentiful no bears were 
seen, and the expedition con- 
tinued to Chisik Island, Snug 
Harbor, where permanent camp 
was established. 











quarter-mile below, then up a small tribu- 
tary river. A short distance up-river we 
landed, left the boat and crossed a wide 
grassy flat to a point at the edge of the 
forest where we could watch up and down 
for bears. 

Crossing the flat we came upon fresh: 
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“A mountain of strength, his muscles playing under the brown fur” 


have been made 
before. The 
tracks, are 


tracks that could not 
more than a few minutes 
size of animals, as well as 
scarcely worth recording unless accu- 
rately done. I did not have my tape 
measure with me, but this track was such 
an enormous one it is indeed worth giving 
some idea of its size. Nate laid both 
hands with thumbs apart in it and did 
not touch either side of the great im- 
print. As for length, it looked at least 
eighteen inches. This seems almost in- 
credible. Even as I studied it in wonder- 
ment it was hard to believe my eyes. I 
was carrying my eight millimeter Mauser 
at the time, but on seeing this track I 


decided then and there to carry thereafter 
on this hunt my 9.5 Mannlicher. 

It must be remembered that the Alaskan 
brown bear is not only the largest known 
species of bear, but the largest carnivore 
in the world. The same species of bear 
that is found on Kadiak Island is also 
found here, and is classified under the 
name of Ursus Middendor ffi. 


JATE was of the opinion that our 
chances would be better for getting 

a shot at the bear whose tracks we had 
seen by taking up our position at the point 
of woods before mentioned and watching 
for him to come out in the oper. All 
along the flat, and just at 











“The fury of all the wild seemed concentrated the 


in that bear’ 





the edge of the forest was 
a_ well-defined bear trail, 
and from its appearance it 
seemed that there was a 
constant stream of bears 
making use of it back and 
forth. 

Where we sat in waiting 
it was sheltered and warm. 
Before the sun had set and 
the long Alaskan twilight 
came on, the mosquitoes 
were so thick that they al- 
most drove us out. This 
was the last day they 
bothered us, also it was the 
last day of mild weather, 
for thereafter it turned 
very cold and the thermom- 
eter seemed to sink a little 
lower each day. 

The wind had gone to 
rest with the sun and the 
great solitudes seemed to 
pause in silence, waiting for 
the night. For a space we 
sat motionless, listening and 
waiting, when _ suddenly 
Nate pointed to the north 
and we brought the glasses 
into play. Far down the 
flat and along the edge of 
the forest a brown dot was 
moving towards us. “A 
brownie, sure enough,” I 
whispered to Nate. 

We slipped down behind 
a rock and peering care- 
fully over the top watched 
bear as he came our 
way. At 400 yards he 
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stopped and seemed to busy himself 
with some dainty morsel of food. On he 
came again, picking his way leisurely over 
the well-worn trail with a slow swinging 
loose-jointed gait. I could see him very 
plainly now without the glasses, and his 
dark brown hulk looomed up, as I 
thought, quite large. 

I was surprised when Nate remarked, 
“Don’t bother with him—he isn’t half big 
enough for us. We want a whopper.” 

“He looks pretty good to me,” I an- 
swered, and at this juncture the bear 
stopped and rose up on his haunches. 


ET him go,” insisted Nate. “There’s 

heaps bigger bear around here.” 
Then fate decided the question. In an 
eye-wink the bear had dropped down to 
all fours, and the open knew him not, for 
the forest had taken him into its arms. 
You have the idea, he simply evaporated 
in a twinkling, so to say. 

As night came on we bent our steps 
across the flat toward our boat. Over- 
head, through a rift in the fleecy, drifting 
clouds a host of stars blazed down. It 
had grown perceptibly colder and there 
was a hint of winter in the air. 

Upon arriving in camp we found Bill 
had been very industrious. He had con- 
structed quite a substantial table and 
stretched a large canvas fly overhead, 
making @ dining saloon that to me sur- 
passed any Broadway cabaret—certainly 
the air was more wholesome in every 
sense of the word. For music we had the 
song of the wind and the voices of the 
wilderness—but the painted women were 
absent. 

Bill placed a big pot of steaming duck 
mulligan in the centre of the table. It 
surely smelled and looked good enough 
to take inwardly. To use the American 
phrase, we “went to it.” Later Bill in- 
quired, “How about that big bear skin you 
fellows were going to bring in?” Where- 
upon we gave Bill an account of our 
afternoon’s hunt. 

“A-hum!” exclaimed Bill, ‘I could have 
killed a couple of bears myself this af- 
ternoon if I’d had a row boat here.” 
“What makes you think so?” I questioned. 

“Saw three,” said Bill, “right across 
from camp on the flat.” It was evident 
we had found a great bear country. 

During the night there was a light fall 
of snow and we awoke in the morning 
to find the skies overcast and sullen. Over 
the bleak colorless waste wandered a 
wintry wind that chilled and penetrated 
to the bone. Winter was shutting down, 
one sensed it in the air, the sky and the 
moan of the wind. 

I —— myself stealing a glance at the 
Petrel and wondering if she were good 
for the trip back, if the gasoline would 
hold out, and then, how about getting 
caught in the ice? My reverie was 
brought to a sudden end by Bill shouting, 
“All hands pile in for breakfast.” Nate 
and myself were soon busy stowing coffee 
and flapjacks. Presently Bill stepped off 
a few yards to cut a forked stick. I 
noticed Bill grab the glasses. Then he 
turned around and flashed us an animated 
grin. “Bears!” announced Bill, “three of 
them—right across the harbor.” 

A few minutes later Nate and I were 
off in the dory. We headed down for a 
point that would conceal us from the 
bears and about a mile below them. Be- 
fore they passed from view I took one 
more look with the glasses. There ap- 
peared to be one old bear with a two- 
year-old and a cub. 


, 


E landed and made a hasty stalk up 
the shore. At four hundred yards 
and from an elevated point we sighted the 
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A Perilous Cruise for Alaskan Brown Bears 


bears again. They were still nosing about 
on the flat with the exception of the little 
fellow; he appeared to be lying on his 
back with his paws in the air, sort of 
taking it easy and enjoying life. 

About a hundred and fifty yards from 
the bears projected a long rocky point. 
We therefore dropped back, and skirted 
the woods, crawled cautiously up to the 
point of rocks and peered watchfully over 
the top. 

What happened was not exactly good 
for one’s nerves. As I raised my head a 
little higher an old cock ptarmigan burst 
into flight not two feet from my head. 
To say we were both much startled is 
putting it very mild. I have often won- 
dered since which was the most sur- 
prised. 

But the bears—where were they? I 
never was so cocksure of a shot—surely 
they could not have departed? I ques- 
tioned. 

Nothing moved, nothing stirred out on 
that lonely flat, save a vast-winged, spear- 
beaked, tiger-clawed hawk, which sailed 
like a sentry slowly to and fro, just above 
the marsh grass. No doubt he knew 
where the bears had gone, and no doubt 
Bill, who had been watching, with the 
glasses from camp, could tell. But Bill 
was too far away—and the hawk said 
never a word. 

For a few minutes we scanned the coun- 
try round about, but no bears rewarded 
our scrutiny. Then Nate and I held a 
whispered conference. We were of the 
opinion if we left to hunt another section 
of the harbor, on returning to camp Bill 
would probably inform us that the bears 
had come out again and if we had re- 
mained where we were we would have 
been rewarded. So we decidéd to spend 
the day right on the spot. ‘ 

It was one of those raw days that 
would make a campfire more welcome 
than a pot of gold. But campfires and 
bears don’t mix. Slow hours dragged by 
—I watched the seals go out to sea in 
the morning, and now they were loafing 
back with the turn of evening tide. The 
wild duck were streaming back to the 
sloughs—both signs that the long dreary 
day was drawing to a close. The clouds 
thickened, and, as Nate and I rowed back 
to camp without our bear, big fluffy white 
flakes of snow came drifting down, filling 
the great spruce-robed mountains around 
with silence, and with mystery. 

The following morning dawned glassy 
clear and unspeakably cold. Ice had be- 
gun to form along the shore. Perhaps it 
was my place to go to Nate and say we 
would start back, and that I would come 





to Alaska again to hunt 
bear at a more propitious 
time. 

I doubted that Nate 
would volunteer the advice 
to start back before I had 
met with success. And, 
further, I argued with my- 
self, if we were caught in 
winter’s grip and suc- 
cumbed to the rigor of the 
elements I would surely feel 
I was to blame. My de- 
cision was I would hunt one 
more day and talk to Nate 
that night about starting 
back for Anchorage. 

It was cold enough to 
make us both want to row, 
so we did. Headed west, 
we rowed to the head of the 











harbor, where it narrowed 
down to a tidal river. Fol- 
lowing the river for a mile 
we turned up a small affilu- 
ent, then landed. Climbing 
to a point of vantage we sat down and 
studied the landscape. The point we had 
selected offered a splendid panorama of 
the valley and surrounding tumble of bald 
ridges. 

The morning wore along, and no bear 
rewarded our vigil. At eleven o’clock we 
withdrew to a small patch of dwarfed 
spruce. Here we kindled a little fire, 
brewed a pot of tea, and partook of a 
frugal lunch. A little past noon we re- 
sumed our watch on the small hillock. 

The wind was icy cold and I was soon 
chilled through again. I was just think- 
ing of suggesting to Nate that we give ur 
the hunt and start back for Anchorage in 
the morning,—when Fate stepped in, and 
this is what happened: Nate swung 
round, and through the glasses scanned 
the lofty ridge behind us. Then he re- 
marked in a perfectly colorless way, “I 
see a brown bear as big as a house.” | 
muttered something like, “Lead me to it,” 
as I looked through the glasses in the 
direction of his gaze. 


IGH up on the mountain’s slope I 
picked him out, as he moved toward 

the highest crest. He was a sight for the 
gods—that bear—for he had now achieved 
the summit and stood statue-like, in sil- 
houette against the steely blue of the sky. 
Ponderous and huge, rough and rugged 
as the country over which he roamed, he 
paused as if in thought, and remained 
as immobile as the mountain upon which 
he stood. Perhaps he was taking one last 
farewell look before hunting up a den 
for his long winter sleep— 








one more look at the 
country below,—that old 
range of his, whose rails, 
his highways and byways, 
salmon streams, crags and 
summits, he knew so well. 
Perhaps, with fond mem- 
ories, in his slow brute 
way, he was bidding them 
all good-bye until the 
milder days of spring. For 
well he knew by the in- 
stinct born to all his 
breed, that soon the whole 
range would lie frozen in 
the throes of the terrible 
northern winter. 

None but the hardiest 
of the wild folk then 
would dare to brave the 








“And gave him the coup de grace through the 
shoulder” 


immeasurable cold and 
savagery of the deathly 
winds. Only such ani- 
mals as the wolverine and 


“Threw himself over the cliff and brought up 


some sixty feet below” 


the onyx-eyed, bewhiskered, slash-clawed 
lynxes would come stealing on cushioned 
feet and with bellies to the snow, to take 
toll of the white hare and ptarmigan. 
Then, too, across the lonely gray white 
reaches under the crisp stars and cold 
glare of the unwinking moon, the wolf 
pack, gaunt with winter’s famine, would 
sweep down upon the caribou herd; with 
only: the ghostly peaks to bear witness 
and the hardy spruce to whisper of it 
afterwards, while the tale of life and 
death would lie red-written in the snow. 


HATEVER the bear’s object for 

thus pausing on the skyline he 
made a wonderful picture in russet and 
brown that bit deep into my memory. 

Then Nate spoke: “No use to start for 
him until we see which way he goes, or 
what he is going to do.” Slowly the 
bear moved to a little pocket a dozen 
paces ahead, then after one more careful 
look about he laid down in a patch of 
grass. 

“Come,” said Nate, “that’s our cue to 
get busy. You may be cold now, but in a 
few minutes you will be all het up.” 
Next minute we were off on a stalk that 
was swift and determined. Down the 
hill from which we had been watching 
we went on the run, and in seven-foot 
leaps; reaching the foot of the hill we 
crossed a grassy flat at a fast trot; then 
through the tangle of alders which 
slowed us up a bit. After emerging from 
the thicket we hurried up the steep side 
of the mountain and were compelled to 
make several wide detours on account of 
the sheer rocky cliffs which were im- 
possible to negotiate. Climbing upward 
to a spur, we intended to take one more 
look at the bear from this point to make 
sure he had not changed his position, be- 
fore making a nearer approach. 

The moment this point of varitage, was 
gained, we were disappointed to see the 
bear up, and going directly away from us 
with a rapid, ambling, rolling gait. He 
must have become conscious of some im- 
pending danger, for he was, what is com- 
monly known as, “making tracks.” 


sé UICK! Put up your 300-yard sight 
and shoot,” said Nate. “It’s your 
last chance!” Obeying orders, but with 
little expectation of scoring, I drew a 
careful bead on the departing bear and 
pressed the trigger. At the report of the 
rifle the bear appeared to stumble and fall. 
I could not believe I had hit him, for 
he seemed to go down too quickly. 
“You've killed him!” shouted Nate 
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exultantly. “Oh, no, I haven't,” was my 
reply. 

“Well, why haven’t you?” Nate de- 
manded. 


“Because if I hit him at that distance it 
would be a miracle, and to kill an ani- 
mal his size in one shot would be another 
miracle, and two miracles couldn’t happen 
at the same time,” was my explanation. 

“Come on,” said Nate, “let’s go up there 
and see just what has happened.” 

We retraced our steps for a short dis- 
tance, then passed around a sheer rock 
cliff. A few minutes later we looked cau- 
tiously over a little crest. The bear was 
about sixty yards distant, still lying down, 
but evidently very much alive. Suddenly 
he rose to a squatting posture, but seemed 
anchored to the spot. 

“Can’t move his hind legs,” whispered 
Nate. “He’s hit in the spine, and what’s 
more he’s our bear, and some bear he is, 


too.” Then Nate added, “Don’t shoot, 
walk right up with your camera and 
take that picture of a live bear that 


you have been talking about so much!” 
This was not exactly the kind of picture 
I had bargained for, however. Slowly 
I walked toward the bear. Nate held 
the gun in readiness. I snapped pic- 
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ture one, and walked nearer for a second. 


HE fury of all the wild seemed con- 
centrated in that bear. Immediately 


as I advanced his ears were gone, flat- 
tened, and his long yellow fangs bared 


in a vicious snarl. He had remained 
silent, but now from his throat came a 
deep angry roar that spelled hate and 
death. From his little eyes—dispropor- 
tionately small compared with his great 
hulk—shot a glint of fire and malignant 
rage. Yet I could not help admiring 
him, for he was a mountain of strength, 
his powerful muscles playing beneath the 
long coat of brown fur. 

I was winding up my camera for pic- 
ture No. Two, which was suddenly sus- 
pended. “Look out!” shouted Nate. 
“He’s coming for you.” The bear, with 
two jumps—which we did not believe 
him capable of—threw himself over the 
cliff and brought up some sixty feet 
below. 

Hurriedly I grabbed up my rifle and 
gave him the coup de grace through the 
shoulder, when, with a peculiarly melan- 
choly moan, he stretched out his great 
limbs and breathed his last. 

To remove his fur coat would require 


something over two hours. As it was mid- 
afternoon, Nate advised that we would 
either have to dress out the bear, make 
the last end of the tide back to camp, 
and return next day to skin him, or else 
start our skinning operations at once and 
camp there that night. As we had no 
blankets or food, and it was bitterly cold, 
I decided on the former plan. After 
quickly dressing out the bear and taking 
his measurement for length, which 
showed he was approximately eight feet, 
we started back for camp. His great fur 
coat and exact measurements I purposed 
to take on my return next morning. 

About a mile from camp we en- 
countered a violent headwind, against 
which it was almost impossible to make 
any headway, even with both of us strain- 
ing at the oars. From this hour on we ex- 
perienced a series of misfortunes and 
hardships that surpassed anything I had 
ever met with. Tired and nearly spent, 
with painfully cold hands and feet, we 
reached camp long after dark. I realized 
that the dangers of this sort of hunting 
were not from the bears, but from the 
tremendous wind blows, tides, tide-rips 
and ice. 


(To be continued) 




















ACH one of us who loves the out- 
doors has a favorite sport that 
appeals to us more strongly than 


Some of us are fisher- 
men, to whom a day on fresh or salt 
water is above all other days. Others 
look forward to nine months of waiting 
before they can get out into the fields 


others. 





By Otto 


and woods with a dog and gun, or 
on the marshes and bays to pit their 
skill against the ducks and geese. 
Some of you Easterners may be 
interested to read a short story of 
a day’s goose shooting eighty miles 
from New York City. Those who 
have given time and money to secur- 
ing legislation prohibiting spring shooting 
will feel in some measure repaid in know- 
ing that during the year nineteen hundred 
and fifteen about five thousand geese 
wintered within eighty miles of New 
York, leaving for the north last Easter 
morning, and that at the present writing 
there are about one thousand geese in 











Geese! 


H. Smith 


this same bay and more coming every day. 
These geese will stay all winter and go 
no further south. There are two things 
that bring this about—no spring shooting 
and the ability to get food. 

This interesting spot is Shinnecock Bay, 
Long Island, no doubt known to many 
of you, and like all other places where 
we fish or shoot, it has its good days and 
its bad; otherwise it would not be m- 
teresting. 

To get back to the story, however, of 
January 6, 1916. 

i had been ready to go for several days 
—bag packed and guns, shells and clothes 
all ready for me at the house of the 
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southwesters with 

an occasional rain squall. I fidgeted all 
day at the office, for I knew the geese 
were flying and to-morrow might be too 
late. It was a miserable day for me. 
During dinner that night, the telephone 
rang. I knew who it was and taking 
down the receiver asked: 

“Well, how many did you get to-day?” 

“Fourteen geese,” came the answer. 

There was a pause, while everything 
that might have been flashed through my 
mind. Then the small voice went on over 
the wire: 

“I don’t know what to tell you. It 
made some ice under the beach to-day, 
the wind has died out and it’s growing 
colder—probably freeze up to-night. Left 
the launch up the creek. Of course, you 
know what that means—the ice won't 
bear to-morrow and we won't be able 
to get over.” 

“But it has been warm in New York 
to-day,” I protested, “hasn’t been below 
forty degrees, and there aren’t many days 
left. Shall I take a chance and come?” 

“Well, it doesn’t look very good,” the 
voice continued, “and there’s no use com- 
ing if you can’t get out.” 

“Let’s leave it this way,” I said, “if 
you can get over in the morning and it 
looks as if there were achance for Thurs- 
day, go up to the station (the life-saving 
station is quite near the islands where 
we gun) and telephone me.” 

“All right. Good night.” 

As soon as I had rung off, I knew I had 
made a mistake. I should have gone 
that afternoon. Now it was too late and 
as the shooting is invariably over by ten 
o'clock in the morning there was nothing 
to do but wait 


geese when he left the blind, and to 1 
sure and tell you that you would get 
a licking when you got down because 
he had missed shots at two bunches of 
geese while he was on the way to the sta- 
tion. What shall I tell him?” 

“Tell him I'll be down to supper to- 
night,” I said. 


e 


HAT afternoon, going down in the 

train, I spent my time hoping the 
wind would hold somewhere near south- 
west, as on the northerly winds the 
geese lag to leeward, and by the time 
they reach us are outside the beach; while 
on the west and southwest winds they 
fly through the bay and keep fairly low. 

That ‘night it rained, and the guide and 
his brother-in-law, who had been gun- 
ning together with both rigs of live 
stoolers mustering over twenty birds, not 
counting a half dozen or so wooden geese, 
told me all about it and we discussed 
plans for the next day. 

Thursday morning we got up at four 
and had a look at the weather. It was 
calm, but what little air there was came 
from the southwest and it was cloudy— 
looked like rain. 

During breakfast, however, there was 
a roar in the trees and the wind came 
out northwest and blew hard. Our hearts 
sank as it kept slowly hauling further 
north. 

We finally got everything fixed and 
after getting the five crates of geese 
and one of ducks down to the launch 
started for the beach. 

As we went over it blew half.a gale, 
but by the time we had anchored the 


as it brought the 
stoolers almost to windward of us, but 
as the ice had shaved off the grass on 
the better points a week before, when the 
bay broke up, it was the best we could do. 
We were ready by ten minutes past 
seven and had several minutes to wait 
before sunrise, and as it was cloudy we 
were relying on the keeper of the Shinne- 
cock lighthouse to put out his light at 
the proper time. 


EW had just gotten the sharpies hid- 

den when Ren and I heard geese 
honking in back of us, and _ looking 
around, saw six heading right at us. The 
stoolers greeted them in chorus and the 
flock set their wings. This meant a shot, 
provided they didn’t see anything as they 
came over the boxes, for coming from 
behind us they were obliged to pass di- 
rectly overhead. I turned slightly and 
was disgusted to see that the light was 
still burning, and, as we obey the law, it 
meant a lost shot if the birds did not 
light. The flock was now up to us, sailed 
over the boxes about a half gunshot high, 
each bird noiseless, with wings cupped 


and black legs hanging, necks out- 
stretched, intent on the stoolers—and lit. 
I could just see them through the 


thatch around the boxes, the old gander 
with his head ’way up looking—looking— 
and the rest together, and not one nearer 
than sixty yards! 

“Ts the light out?’ 

“No,” I answered. 

“Tt must be after sunrise,” he said, 
“the keeper’s late. What are you going 
to do?” 


“Wait a 


whispered Ren. 


“maybe 
back 


I croaked, 
they'll drop 


° ’ 
minute, 





for the message to 
come next morn- 
ing. 

Wednesday 
dawned warm and 
a light westerly 
wind, so I knew 
what the message 
would be, and said 
good-bye for the 
third morning that 
week to my wife 
and children. 

I worked hard 
clearing up the 
morning’s work at 
the office and about 
hoon the telephone 
fang with that 
Peculiar tone that 
I was waiting for, 
and Mrs. O., the 
guide’s wife, gave 
me the good news: 

“Ren telephoned 
me from the sta- 
tion that the bay 














was clear of ice 
and they had six 


“Heard geese honking back of us” 


a little.” 

They didn’t 
move an inch, 
however, but 
finally the light 
went out. That 
made it seem a 
little better. Ren 
and I then dis- 
cussed the situa- 
tion, as has been 
our custom for the 
past ten years. At 
last we decided 
they would stay 
where they were 
and we had better 
jump them, for at 
sixty yards it 
meant that the 
first shot would be 
nearly seventy and 
the rest—out of 
range. 

“Well, say 
when,” whispered 
Ren. 

“All right. Come 
on!” T said. 
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“At this time Buster gets his reward” 


We did, and after the smoke of battle 
cleared, one goose lay dead, another 
dropped far out and the rest were bound 
west. Two, however, probably younger 
than the rest, turned and came back and 
lit by the cripple, and after a long wait, 
we got one of them. 

Lew returned from the sharpies as we 
were picking up the birds. After lighting 
a cigar he looked at us quizzically, and 
said— 

“Why in thunder didn’t you let go when 
they went over you, instead of waiting 
until they lit a mile out in the bay?” 

“Because the light was still going,” I 
answered. 

“Well,” said Lew, “you could have put 
a bushel basket over the whole six, and, 
moreover, it was ten minutes after sun- 
rise anyway. The keeper must have been 
asleep. 

We saw several bunches in the next 
half hour, but they were over the beach 
and looked as though they knew where 
they were going. 

About eight o’clock we saw a bunch 
of about twenty coming high from the 
east. I put the glasses on them and 
saw they had their wings set. 

“Looks as if they were going to light 
down by Lane’s Island,” I said. 

Just then a red head went -by wide out 
and we all let go at him, as the under 
half of his bill had been shot loose, and 
we hoped to end his misery. He fell a 
ee way off and Ren went out to get 

im 

I then turned the glasses back on the 
geese, and sure enough they were coming 
down over Lane’s Island and lit well 
offshore. I happened to turn the glasses 
further east and saw another bunch just 
where I had seen the first. These also 
had their wings set, and behind them 
coming in the same course and each 
with cupped wings, motionless, came 
seven bunches more. There was perhaps 
a mile between the first and the last. 

What a sight that was as they sailed 
on a long slant—down, down—each flock 
gradually lagging a little to leeward and 
then turning up into the wind and drop- 
ping into the water! 

When they had all lit, about a half 
mile to the east of us, we called to Ren, 
who had picked up the redhead, to come 
back. But he was busy watching, and 
soon another bunch came and lit with 
the others. 

Then Ren returned and said, “I knew 
they would all light, and we can’t let 
them stay there or we won’t get another 
shot all day. Any more that come now 
will light to them. I'll take the sharpie 
and drive them up. Maybe I can get 








them up little by 
little.” 

So. off he went 
and Lew and I 
saw that we had 
our number one 
shot and BB’s 
handy and then 
waited develop- 
ments. 

Ren pushed 
slowly over the 
flats, keeping a 
course to leeward 
of the birds, so 
that if they jumped 
they would not go 
out over the beach. 
After some time 
he got well to lee- 
ward and gradu- 
ally turned up 
towards the flock. 
Of course, they 
were all watching him and getting un- 
easy, but finally five or six jumped and 
after ‘rising to windward turned and 
came right for us. Then another bunch 
got up, and one after the other they all 
came right for the decoys—all strung 
out and from four to fifty in a bunch. 





OU men who have gunned geese know 

what that means. You can’t do much 

with big bunches, and we were no ex- 
ception. 

The nearer they came the higher they 
got, but they were coming. I shall never 
forget it. The first flock went by us, 
turned to leeward and came back; then 
fifty or more arrived from one side, ten 
or twenty from behind us, thirty or forty 
from in front of us, and they all met 
in one great, glorious mass of geese— 
coming, going, milling around, right over 
our heads—every bird with set, motion- 
less wings, each one honking louder than 
his neighbor, and not a single gander, 
goose or gosling less than two gunshots 
high! 

“Lord!” said - Lew, 
lowed his cigar. 

We lay there on our backs, hardly dar- 
ing to wink an eye, and watched them. 
It seemed as though every one of them 
was looking right at us. 

“Good Lord, Lew,” I whispered, 
must be two hundred!” 

“About one hundred and fifty, I should 
say,” he answered, and as he had killed 
over forty geese in the ten days previous 
and was, therefore, quite used to them I 
did not dispute it. 

They swung around us for several min- 
utes and after a hundred or more had 
drifted off to the west three geese finally 
made up their minds, folded up and lit. 
The rest gradually left and we were alone 
with the three. 

I lifted my head about three-quarters 
of an inch, and there they sat—like the 
first flock—about sixty-five yards to 
windward. 

“Pretty far off,” muttered Lew, “and 
wild as hawks. They'll never be any 
nearer. Shoot when you're ready.” 

“Let her go!” I said. 

One went down dead and another, hard 
hit and wing broken, fell far out, the 
third lighting down at once with the crip- 
ple and both swimming off to the east. 
The cripple soon died, but the other 
stayed right alongside of him, and when 
Ren came back he drove the remaining 
one past us and we killed him. 

After we had stretched out and talked 
over what what would have happened 
had the wind stayed southwest and the 
geese come low and in small bunches, so 


and nearly swal- 


“there 


that we would have had some chance and 
killed about thirty-five we got out our 
dinner pails and ate lunch. 


T this time, Buster, the old, tame 

gander of the decoys, gets his re- 
ward. When he hears the dinner-pails 
rattle, he comes up to the boxes—as he is 
never hobbled, but runs loose—and eats 
sandwiches, cake, pie; in fact, almost any- 
thing but cheese. He owns two goslings 
and a goose, and in the spring the Lord 
help anything that disturbs Buster’s 
dreams of domesticity! 

After our first lunch—we eat about 
three—a bunch of five came along and 
looked us over. Two of them, after 
much indecision and circling around, de- 
cided to come, and leaving the bunch, lit 
outside the stoolers. This pair was only 
about forty yards off and it seemed only 
too easy after our long shots where a 
four-bore would have been better than 
the twelves we were using. There were 
no cripples this time. 

Nothing more happened until about 
three o’clock. We had gotten out again 
and were racing around on the hard 
ground in back of the boxes like three 
wild men, when we stopped as if we had 
been shot— 

“T heard a goose,” said Ben. 

“So did I,” said Lew. 

“Beat it!” I yelled. 

At this moment, we were about fifty 
feet behind the boxes, standing up, and 
no doubt resembling three lighthouses. | 
gave a hop, skip and a jump and landed 
in my box, flat on my back. The others 
got there in about the same time, or a 
little sooner. 

Come they did, but there must have 
been something magnetic about that spot 
some sixty-five yards out, for the eight 
lit just where the others had been, and 
stood there, heads up, defying us to do 
our worst—and we certainly did. 


The old gander stood apart from the. 


rest and furthest to the left. Therefore, 
I should have shot at him first; but he 
was big and tough and far away and | 
had a premonition that he was not for me. 
So I made up my mind to take the next 
one to him when they jumped. 

“Well,” said Lew, “when you two get 
through talking it over, let’s get up and 
shoot !” 

“All right,” said I, 
on!” 


“I’m ready. Come 


HEN they jumped I had my eye 

glued on the bird next to the gan- 
der and I put two barrels on him. 
saw one bird go down on the other side 
of the flock, but my goose went on fora 
hundred yards and then wavered—stag- 
gered, I called it—and came down in 4 
heap. 

Ren turned to me and yelled— 

s“Why in thunder didn’t you kill that 
old gander? Why he must have weighed 
twelve pounds ! 

“T know it,” said I, lighting my pipe- 
puff, puff, “he was too tough. I picked 
a tender one.’ 

That was too much! 

“No wonder we only got ten geese,” 
they yelled in chorus, “he’s been picking 
the tender ones.’ 

And from now on, whenever I miss 4 
goose, they will undoubtedly shake theif 
heads, look wise, and say—“Gee, he must 
have been a tough one!” 

So then we picked up the rig—and back 
across the bay in the dusk—satisfied, hap 
py, quiet. The action of the day wa 
over, but we had the memory of it, whidh 
never passes. 
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the Fur 
Trails 


A trip that we all would like 
to take—a winter’s trapping in 
the Hudson Bay country. 
The Story of three Amateurs 
who really “up and did it”! 


ARIBOU and moose, polar bear, 
white whale and seal, Arctic and 
colored fox, marten, mink, beaver 
and ermine, rabbit, gray goose 
and white swan, black and mallard ducks, 
spfuce partridge, ptarmigan, plover and 
snipe; these we shot, trapped, and snared 
in variable numbers within a radius of 
one mile from our camp. Truly we had 
dropped into the sportsman’s paradise! 
It was early in August when we first 
pitched our tents on the bank of the 
Nelson River, that mighty stream that 
flows through the breadth of Keewatin 
and drains the finest game country in 
Canada before it empties its mud-laden 
waters into Hudson’s Bay. The ducks, 
black,.mallard, sawbills and other numer- 
ous varieties that haunt our lakes, were 
already lighting in the marshes or on the 
waters of the tidal creeks, their temporary 
resting places on their long journey south. 
Accompanying them were the gray goose 
and his pretty cousin, the white’ swan, 
the former daily passing by in wedges 
and awakening the stillness with their 
“honk! honk’s,” while over the gravel 
beaches and the shining mud flats skipped 
plover and yellow-legged snipe. 


T was mid-September when we aban- 
doned our canvas shelter for a warm 
and more substantial shack. The woods 
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were alive with rabbits, while the lordly 
moose and caribou, or Canadian reindeer, 
passed by, stopping only long enough to 
gaze, with curious wondering eyes, at the 
smoke wreath curling above the trees— 
the token of the white man’s intrusion 
into their domain. The spruce partridge 
was there too, and the white-coated ptar- 
migan had already begun to parade in 
column and quarter column up and 
down the shore, pecking at the willow 
switches or scratching up the gravel of 
the beach. 

It was November and the first snow 
had fallen, white and evenly spread over 
beach and muskeg, and the fur trails 
were before us. Ay, truly we had found 
the sportsman’s paradise! 

If I remember rightly it was on the 
premier day of November that we got our 
first white fox. These Arctic animals 
follow the ice-bound shores of Hudson’s 
Bay southward to the Nelson River and 
then are forced to turn inland up the 
north shore of the river. We “tailed” 
our traps along the shore, sometimes on 
the bank, or again well out on the ice. 
Deadfalls were also built to catch these 
“furry fools,” for the Arctic fox has little 
of the cunning of his southern colored 
brethren and will enter almost any kind 
of atrap. The deadfalls were constructed 
mainly of ice, Chippewyan fashion, and 
proved very successful. Hardly a week 
passed but one or several of these white- 


pelted animals were taken. In the woods 
vot far fronr the river we set our marten 
traps, an occasional one for colored fox, 
and small deadfalls for the ermine who 
had now donned their winter coats and 
whose tracks marked the new snow in 
every direction. The mink were also 
looked after and several little innocent- 
looking “houses” concealing  strong- 
springed traps sprung up on the banks 
of the numerous creeks that emptied into 
the river near our camp. Old “Wapoose,’ 
the rabbit, was everywhere and one could 
hardly venture on a rabbit run within two 
miles of the shack without disturbing a 
snare. The first marten taken was found 
hung up in one of these nooses. 

As our supply of fresh meat dwindled 
we would take a toboggan, lash our guns 
and eider-downs and a week’s provisions 
on to it and, harnessing ourselves to the’ 
load, don our snow shoes and start off 
after caribou. Three days was usually 
sufficient time to secure enough venison 
to Jast us a month. On such a trip we 
would haul our toboggan up creeks and 
through the woods for a distance of forty 
or fifty miles. Open brush camps were 
our only shelter at night and bacon, ban- 
nocks, and tea sufficed to keep the inner 
man. 


I SHALL never forget our first caribou, 
shot not one hundred yards from the 


coor of our shack. It was really a case 
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Our Dog Teams and Outfit at the Shack on Nelson River in February 
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as quickly disappeared, 
for with the thermometer 
at 40 below one’s appe- 
tite is surprising. 


URING the months 

of November and 
December the ptarmigan 
flocked to the beaches in 
thousands,—I do not ex- 
aggerate. No one ever 
thought of firing on 
them until he was able 
to get five or six birds 
in line. When ammuni- 
tion became scarce we 
snared them in the wil- 
lows that fringe the 
beach. The Crees actu- 
ally take them in nets. 
In the early morning, 
just before sunrise, these 
birds leave their  bur- 
rows in the soft snow of 
the woods, and fly out 
onto the shore, where 
they travel up and down, 
in flocks of between 





Part of Our Winter's Catch 


of “getting money from home without 
asking for it,” for the poor animal had 
never one chance in a hundred of esca- 
ping. It was in the latter part of Septem- 
ber and we had eaten our last venison 
steak the day before. An expedition for 
the purpose of replenishing the meat safe 
was being contemplated. I had gone out- 
side the shack and happening to take a 
glance about the river saw what appeared 
to be a tree drifting upstream on the 
rising tide. Looking more earnestly 1 
noticed that it was turning about and 
about. I knew there were no eddies in 
the current there. The idea that it might 
be a deer occurred to me and I went into 
the camp after my glasses. One look 
confirmed the suspicion and I sang out 
to the boys: “Get the boat launched and 
drive that deer ashore!” I picked up my 
Winchester and cramming a handful of 
shells into my pockets hurried down the 
beach to cut him off in that direction. 
Another member of the party followed. 
When first sighted the caribou was fully 
two miles off and apparently crossing the 
river, but inside of half an hour the boat 
had intercepted him and he turned to- 
wards us. All the time the tide was 
gradually bringing him up-stream, closer 
and closer to the camp. As he approached 
the shore we drew closer together. At 
last he reached shallow water and began 
to plough through the mud. By this time 
he had realized that he could not turn 
our flanks and came straight for the 
beach. It was the “Charge of the Light 
Brigade” over again. There was a Win- 
chester .30-30 to the right of him, a Lee- 
Enfield .303 to the left of him and a .44-40 
in front of him,—and they certainly did 
volley and thunder! I opened fire and 
the others joined me. The pursuing boat 
quickly pulled out of range. 

I have‘ always claimed since, that 
after the first shot, the poor old caribou 
‘was stone dead. He could not fall, for 
whenever he lurched to the right or left 
or stumbled forward, he ran against a 
veritable wall of lead. Not until the 
firing ceased did he drop. 


UR quarry proved to be a big buck 

and when dressed weighed two hun- 
dred and fifty pounds, and we had only a 
distance of seventy-five yards to drag him 
to the camp. Once more there was plenty 
in the land and venison steaks appeared 
daily on our table. Needless to say, they 


twenty and. fifty. At 

this time of the day they 

are most easily secured. 
One can walk quietly up to within twenty- 
five: yards of such a flock, line up four or 
five birds at his leisure, and take his time 
firing. As they rise, there are half a doz- 
en different wing shots to choose from for 
the second barrel, though we usually fired 
into a “bunch.” We were after food, 
not sport. The survivors do not fly far,— 
perhaps to a spot one hundred yards 
farther up or down the shore. There you 
follow them and repeat the slaughter and 
so on for perhaps an hour or two. You 
may follow the same flock for half a day, 
gradually picking them off, till finally 
the remaining few become suspicious, 
then frightened at the hunters’ approach 
and at last fly away back into the 
woods. 

A description of how a native Cree nets 
these ptarmigan, or “white partridge” as 
they are locally called, may be interesting 
to readers. 

He makes a square frame of . stout 
spruce poles, about twenty feet to the 
side. On to this he stretches his fish 
net—the usual fine-mesh gill-net. The 
whole affair resembles a large sand or 
gravel sifter. He lays the net flat on 
the snow-covered beach, then raises one 
side to a height of about three feet and 
supports it by an upright stake. To this 
stake he attaches a long line which leads 
back into the woods or some other shelter. 
Now for bait. Under the net he digs up 
a quantity of gravel so that it shows 
dark against the snow, and the trap is 
complete. Sometimes some pieces of ice 
or hard snow are stuck up in the trees 
nearby, to act as decoys. 

The hunter now has to find his birds. 
He has not long to wait nor far to go. 
In a short while a flock of ptarmigan 
flying quite low, within a few feet of the 
surface of the snow, but traveling like 
the wind, go by. They settle a quarter 
of a mile up the shore from the net. Our 
Cree friend, making a detour through the 
woods, brings the birds between himself 
and the net. He then cautiously proceeds 
to drive them towards the latter. This 
can be done if one proceeds quietly so as 
not to excite the birds. They soon sight 
the upturned gravel and pass under the 
net. Then the line is jerked, down comes 
the net, and the birds, frantically flutter- 
ing, are quickly entangled in its meshes. 
The Indian then secures each of his cap- 
tives and puts an end to their struggles 
by biting them in the neck. Using a knife 


or wringing their necks would introduce 
a risk of cutting or tearing the net. 


A+ this time the fur kept coming in. 
Foxes, both white and colored, mar- 
ten and mink, beaver, muskrat and weasel. 
Each morning we started out on our sepa- 
rate fur trails, fresh bait in our bags, and 
a gun and axe on our shoulders. Per- 
haps the first trap visited had been robbed. 
It was set on the bank of a creek close 
by a mink run and every scrap of fish 
had been carefully dragged out of the 
“house.” Well, we'll tail two traps this 
time for Mr. Mink—while he’s so busy 
cleaning out one he'll probably overlook 
the other, until he happens to step on to 
the pan. A half-mile farther on we came 
to a fox trap, sprung and uprooted, while 
about it the snow was so trampled and 
covered with footprints that one would 
swear an army of foxes had held council 
about the trap. Trap number three had 
not been molested. Stopping only to 
loosen the frozen snow about it we passed 
on. The stake of the next trap could be 
seen and it appeared to have been more 
successful. About it could be seen a white 
object, circling and leaping, and we hur- 
ried forward. Caught by a hind foot was 
a pretty little arctic fox, leaping this way 
and that only to be brought up short by 
the chain. His little brownish black eyes 
sparkled with rage and defiance. Eager 
for fight, he sprang forward at us but 
again the chain checked his leap. <A 
sharp rap on the nose with the axe 
handle stretched him stunned at our feet. 
He was quickly despatched by having his 
neck broken. This method is used to pre- 
vent marking the fur. 

The rest of the traps and deadfalls on 
“the line” were visited in turn, reset and 
baited, and we returned to camp, usually 
an hour or so after dark, hungry, tired 
and ready for our bunks. But before we 
could turn in we must skin and stretch the 
result of our day’s trapping. The next 
day might bring more. 


HEN came our Polar bears. It was 

about the first of December and eve- 
ning. All hands were seated about the 
table enjoying a quiet little game. About 
eight o’clock the cook went out to take a 
look at the weather. In a few minutes 
he rushed in exclaiming: “There’s a big 
white bear coming over the ice to the 
camp!” His report was et first received 
with jokes but we soon saw that he was 
in earnest. All our rifles were outside 
in a log leanto—they rusted when kept 
in the warm shack. Three of us rushed 
out and tumbled over one another in our 
haste to get our guns, while the others 
followed the cook to the edge of the bank 
from which he had sighted the bear. He 
was coming all right—on the gallop; and 
close behind him were two more. Well, 
that was enough for the spectators and 
they rushed back to safety in the shack, 
barring the door and incidentally locking 
us out. 

I happened to be the first to get hold 
of my rifle and throwing the lever as I 
ran made for the edge of the bank to get 
a clear shot at the leader. But he was 
there before me and I almost ran into his 
outstretched forepaws as he rose on his 
hind quarters and reached halfway over 
the bank. He was only ten feet from me 
when I raised the gun and hastily pulled 
the trigger. The old Winchester failed 
to answer. For a moment I was unde- 
cided whether to try again or run for the 
shack. I recollected having left a few 
shells in the magazine when I last used 
it but for a few seconds I was very 
doubtful of my memory. I pumped the 
gun again and fired from the hip. With- 
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out looking to see the effect of my shot 
I turned and ran two or three steps to- 
wards the shack. The place seemed to 
be full of bears—all about us. I glanced 
back and was relieved to see none in pur- 
suit. What I did see was Mr. Bear down 
below the bank and slowly crawling to- 
wards the river. He went but twenty feet 
before he stopped, stone dead. 

“Get the others!” I shouted to the boys, 
“T’ve got this one!” The other two had 
been but a few yards behind the leader 
and at my shot had stopped and turned. 
As they did so the boys fired. Graham hit 
one and there was a howl of pain and 
fright as two white objects disappeared 
with a rush into the darkness, riverwards. 
Allan, with cocked rifle, charged after 
them. But in less than ten minutes he 
returned, unsuccessful. 

“I was right alongside of them several 
times,” he breathlessly explained, “but it 
was so dark I never once got a sight of 
them for a shot. One is hit, though. I 
could hear him snarling and growling as 
they both crashed over the ice and took 
to the water. They got there but I’ll bet 
you'll see blood marks in the morning.” 


OOK at your gun, man,” said P——, 

“there’s nothing in it!” And not till 
then did Allan discover that he had been 
running along within a few feet of the 
two starving bears, one of them wounded, 
with an empty rifle in his hands. P—— 
had been rushing about the scene with a 
box of 44’s for Allan, unheeded by the 
rest of us, who, in the excitement of the 
moment, had not noticed the latter’s empty 
gun. What might have happened had the 
bears turned on him can only be imagined. 
He told us that was the tightest hole he 
had ever been in and we quite easily be- 
lieved it. 

With the thermiometer at forty degrees 
below and the sun four hours below 
the horizon it was out of the ques- 
tion to think of skinning our bear out of 


doors. It was just as certain that the 
carcass would be a solid frozen mass in a 
few hours. Making fast a stout rope to his 
forepaws, all hands took hold and we 
hauled him up the bank and clear into 
the shack. Laid out in the middle of the 
floor of our best room (we had but one), 
we went to it, skinning and butchering, 
and in less than an hour, the pelt was off, 
the carcass cleaned and quartered, and 
stored away in our meat shed. Just out 
of venison, we enjoyed a polar bear steak 
the next day and it was pronounced fair 
eating. Neither strong nor heavy, but 
much resembling beef—except for being 
a little tough and sinewy. It certainly was 
quite welcome. 

Had it not been for the darkness we 
had been certain to have bagged all three 
of our Northern visitors. Early next 
morning, Allan and myself, without wait- 
ing to eat, took our rifles—this time care- 
fully examined and fully loaded—and 
started out to track the two that had got- 
ten away. In their first fright they had 
taken to the water, but we easily found 
where they had returned to the ice. One 
track, the largest, was blood marked, as 
Allan had predicted. We tracked these 
for six miles down the shore but there 
they again ended at the water’s edge and 
we knew they had crossed the river. 

We turned homewards, disappointed at 
not seeing our game, but satisfied that 
we had done our best to get them. In- 
specting our traps en route we found 
every one along the “line of march” 
sprung or uprooted, while deadfalls were 
scattered to the four winds. Every ves- 
tige of bait was gone. Those bears were 
surely hungry. The choice odors of our 
camp and its surrounding tin can heaps 
must have been appetizing to them. Their 
tracks told us that they had passed the 
camp before “winding” it. The same 
tracks plainly showed that after winding 
it they had lost no time in getting there. 

Many and various have been the con- 


Man-hauling out for the Mail and Grub 


jectures since as to what would have 
happened about the camp had not the cook 
gone out when he did, and our unbidden 
guests had safely reached the festive 
board. 


UR bear hunt proved a fitting closing 

of the fur trails. Shortly after their 
visit, the Nelson River froze. over far 
below our camp and the white foxes 
crossed straight over without having first 
to pass up our shore. About this time, 
also, the shore ice shifted and most of our 
traps went with it. 

At Christmas time, happening to meet 
the factor of York Factory, the Hudsen 
Bay Company post near us, we described 
our winter’s trapping to him. He was 
greatly surprised, disagreeably so, for the 
native trappers, the Crees, had brought in 
very little fur to the post. For amateurs, 
we had done exceptionally well and we 
were all well proud of our bag. Up to 
this time two of us had taken, both in 
quality and value, more fur than any Cree 
among the whole tribe, trapping in the 
York Factory district. On totaling up we 
found that three of us, in two months, 
had secured twenty-three white and nine 
colored foxés, sixteen mink, twelve mar- 
ten, four beaver, one polar bear, nearly 
two dozen ermine and as many rats. 

Truly the Fur Trails led to our door. 

On the first day of February we aban- 
doned our camp and with Hudson Bay 
dog teams commenced our eight hundred 
mile tramp back to civilization and home. 
We were twenty-six days following the 
dogs. All through the long trip the Fur 
Trails crossed ours, and hardly a day 
passed without tracks of the furry tribe 
and of caribou and moose in plenty. The 
morning of the twenty-seventh day we 
left for good the snow trails to take one 
of steel and in a few hours we had left 
far behind us the great North country 
with its Fur Trails and the trapping 
grounds of the Crees. 
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Brown Feathers 


Being an Humble Angler’s Trib- 
ute to that King of American 
Game Birds, the Ruffed Grouse 


By O. W. Smith 


AM an angler, the pastime of Izaak 

Walton has become my profession; 

from avocation to vocation, you 

know. I love angling—to cast the 
fuzzy-wuzzy lures with nicety and adept- 
ness, to send the multi-colored “plug” 
hurtling through the air with the accu- 
racy acquired only after long practise 
with short rod and multiplying reel, to 
know the game fish and how to capture 
them, all that and more has been my goal; 
and now that I have arrived—pardon the 
bit of egotism—I am not altogether satis- 
fied. You see, when professionalism 
creeps in, when avocation becomes voca- 
tion, a certain pleasure departs. Our well- 
beloved R. L. S. saw clearly when he 
said it is more blessed to journey than 
to arrive. Sails are needed for the voy- 
age, not when the ship lies in port. Too 
much knowledge is a weariness unto the 


flesh. Think I must have cribbed that 
last somewhere! 
From the foregoing prefatory para- 


graph the discerning will not expect a 
treatise upon how to hunt the ruffed 
grouse, nor a learned dissertation upon 
guns and ammunition. I am more a stu- 
dent of game birds than a hunter, more 
a lover of guns than a gunner. Conse- 
quently it happens that I possess a num- 
ber of shotguns which I fondle and pet 
just because the “secret of life is in the 
possessive pronouns.” For grouse shoot- 
ing my favorite arm is a little, lady-like 
Ithaca, sixteen-gauge, built with a lavish- 
ment of ornamentation which it is a joy 
to behold. I hold, you know, that a man 
should spend as much on his outfit as he 
can afford, not simply that he may possess 
the best, but because the fine outfit will 
receive fine care. Now, I have tried other 
guns, twelve-gauge, twenty-gauge, but al- 
ways I have gone back to the sixteen, 
for 2 brush gun it is, to my mind, alto- 
gether the best. But, then, I am not a 
gun expert, and I trust I never will be, 
lest the wine of joy depart from my pleas- 
ure; ancther avocation become a voca- 
tjon. 

When you hunt birds with me, on paper 
or in fact, do not expect me to become 
so enamored with the game that I will 
not take note of the fall flowers and 
south-bound birds. Life, to my mind, 
may be defined as correspondence with en- 
vironment, hence it follows that the more 
perfect that correspondence, the more per- 


Brown Leaves 































“Bing!” commanded the Ithaca, and “Bing!”’ echoed 


fect the life. More than once I have 
allowed an animated bunch of brown 
feathers to dash unscathed away because 
I have caught a glimpse of a nodding 
bunch of fringed gentians untouched by 
early frost. Many a time have I sat in 
the brown-and-gold woods, while the 
stricken leaves eddied down, forgetful of 
gun and birds, dreaming the glad hours 
away. Who shall say that the brace of 
birds I carry home at night is not a more 
satisfactory bag than the limit possessed 
by my more ambitious neighbor? And I 
have been known to return at night game- 
less but satisfied, a condition which has 
led my before-mentioned neighbor to ut- 
ter the one word, “Looney!” 














‘Have my day in the brown woods 
I must and will” 





the other barrel 


ON’T make any mistake about the 

matter, I can take you to more birds 
in a half-day’s tramp than the uninitiated 
will find in a week without a dog, simply 
because I know the habits of the grouse. 
Why should I not? As a boy I studied 
them, belly down on the damp spring 
earth, that I might behold the ruffled 
cock on his drumming-log; later in the 
season I hunted for the well-concealed 
nests, visible only when discovered, count- 
ed the days of incubation until the wild 
things were born; flirted with the hen 
as she simulated a broken wing to entice 
me away from her frightened chicks; 
when the mid-winter snow lay deep in 
the woods I have stood and watched the 
miniature white craters vomit forth 
storm-buried birds. I know when the 
birds will be found feeding on the wild 
grapes, and at what time of day to look 
for them amid the tropical sumac, when 
they will be found dining upon “partridge 
berries,” and when they will seek beech- 
nuts. Such intimate knowledge spells 
game, if I have a mind to get it. I think 
I deserve some credit when I say that 
a single brace of grouse usually satisfies 
me, and the largest number I have ever 
taken upon a single day was five. The 
pleasure of a day afield is not to be 
measured by the size of the bag. 

The easy hunting is with a good dog, 
and there is almost as much pleasure in 
watching the actions of the intelligent 
animal as there is in pitting your wits 
against the instincts of the wily bird. Let 
me say right here that the man who hunts 
with a dog will undoubtedly secure more 
birds than will the one who goes out 
alone, and by the same _token, the man 
by his lone will get more pleasure out 
of his day a-field. Oh, I hunt with the 
dogs now and then, for I have a friend 
or two who own rare and perfect bird- 
dogs. It takes more than a modicum 
of gun-skill to stand, while the dog 
creeps in on the located grouse, knowing 
that any instant the bird may flush with 
a disconcerting wing-explosion, whirring 
away in any but the expected direction. 
The ruffed grouse is the greatest bunch 
of feathered unexpectedness I know. To 
miss with the first barrel, aye, with the 
second, also, is no disgrace. The gunner 
who never misses ruffed grouse hunts in 
the pages of the outdoor magazines only. 

A few falls ago I was out with one of 
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my friends, the proud owner of a Gordon 
setter of parts, and the way that dog 
acted was enough to cause any apprecia- 
tive gunner to forget the birds. Came a 
time when that dog stood at a point in 
a little copse of alders on the edge of 
a swamp. I approached from the right, 
my friend hurried in from the left. The 
dog manifested signs of impatience. 
“Steady, Bly, steady!” counsele” .he mas- 
ter. Then, suddenly—it is always as sud- 
den as death—an animated bunch of 
brown feathers was flung into the air as 
from some concealed trap. It was my 
shot. “Bing!” commanded the Ithaca, and 
“bing!” echoed the right barrel, but the 
bird sped on. When the grouse was some 
ten rods distant and about to disappear 
in a bunch of white birch, “blom!” 
shouted my companion’s heavier gun, and 
the bird crumpled and fell. 

“Dead bird, Bly,” came his voice. 
“Fetch.” But Bly stood fast, like the boy 
on the burning deck. The man said sev- 
eral things to her, but she was not to be 
moved. Just as we were about to use 
drastic measures, moving her by force, a 
great, blundering’ cock exploded into 
flight not ten feet from where I stood 
and nearer the dog. I pointed the gun, 
believe me, without actually aiming, and 
down came that bird, the law regarding 
the indestructibility of matter forever 
disproved, for I had killed the grouse 
almost at the gun’s muzzle, so to speak. 
Now why did that grouse linger after 
the flight of the first bird, and while we 
walked about conversing with one an- 
other and the dog? The only answer is, 
because it was a ruffed grouse, the fowl 
which is to up-land game-birds what the 
X is to-algebra. 

Now I could use all the space an in- 
dulgent editor gives me to write of 
grouse-hunting with a dog and not say 
one-half there is to be said regarding 
the entrancing sport, but I wish to speak 
of another method of hunting the birds 
which to me is much more attractive,— 
still-hunting. Not every lover of the 
out-o’-doors will make a still-hunter, for 
he must be a good shot, possessed of 
bird-knowledge, know the cover, and have 
at his command all the skill and stealth 
of an Indian. 


OME years ago I was hunting with 

a friend, for, while I am of the go- 
alone ilk, I also realize that companion- 
ship is the sauce piquant of gunning, 
and often am accompanied by a man of 
like habits, perhaps by my wife or 
daughter. Well, it was the noon hour 





Shotgun 
By Warren H. Miller 


BOUT 1630 the original flintlock 
was developed by the gunsmiths 


of Madrid. I have seen one of 
these originals in the Musée 
d’Artillerie in Paris, where is assembled 
the largest collection of firearms in the 
world, about 2,500 pieces arranged in five 


Shotgun Mechanics 


and we sat dining by our mid-day fire, 
for I must always cook something and 
brew a cup of fragrant tea, having dis- 
covered that that function is not less 
enjoyable than tramping and shooting. 
The conversation drifted upon what birds 
will do, the unexpected and unusual 
things. Even while we talked we were 
interrupted by the conversational “Quit, 
quit!” of an approaching hen. “Here 
comes the proof of what I was just say- 
ing,” I remarked, taking care not to lower 
or change my voice. “Keep on talking 
just as you were,” I continued, “lest she 
become alarmed.” So we conversed, ly- 
ing stretched out perfectly quiet, and 
that curious bird walked right out into 
the open, up to our fire and back into 
the brush, for all the world like a barn- 
yard hen. “Did we shoot her?” Such a 
question is superfluous. Trust like that 
could not wantonly be betrayed. 


Nstill-hunting the ruffed grouse I 

have found it a good plan to never 
forsake the pursuit of a bird until it is 
killed or lost altogether. Usually you 
can count on flushing the same bird at 
least three times, enough surely in all 
conscience. Mark the flight of the bird 
by some object and hurry after her until 
you are near the spot she alighted, then 
move slowly and cautiously, examining 
every log, stump, hummock, and even 
the low limbs of the trees, with utmost 
care. Let me say to you, that even the 
most experienced grouse-hunter_ will 
sometimes mistake a bird for a crooked 
stick and be surprised when it bursts into 
flight, or perhaps take a pot-shot at a 
perched bird, if he be that sort of a man, 
and find that he had filled a dead knot 
with number sevens. This following a 
single bird is an art, but, believe me, suc- 
cess follows the method. When the bird 
sets her wings to alight, note the angle 
of flight, and look for her quite a way 
further along—she will run some distance 
when she strikes the ground. 

Two falls ago I was hunting birds with 
a .22 rifle, accompanied by a friend whom 
I was initiating into the mysteries of the 
sport. Three times I had flushed a wise 
old cock, very old and very wisé. Three 
times he had sprung into the air before 
I could locate his position, always in some 
prominent place, I discovered when too 
late. After the third flight, I marked 
him down in a little opening where there 
were many logs and stumps, and I ap- 
proached with all the stealth of which 
I am capable. Standing, I looked about; 
not a sign of the grouse. I moved here 


Ithaca Lock and 
Triple Bolt 


Mechanics 


great halls. This original lock was named 
the Miquelet, and it had the whole works 
assembled outside the lock-plate, with a 
safety bolt to keep it from going off un- 
awares. To this day the Miquelet lock 
is still to be found flourishing in the rus- 
tic districts back of the Sahara, where 
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and there; all to no purpose. Then my 
companion arrived and I told him of the 
bird, remarking that “He must have 
sneaked away somewhere.” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” he calmly replied, 
bringing his little rifle slowly to his 
shoulder and firing, picking off the bird 
from the top of a stump not fifteen feet 
distant and plainly visible all the while. 
I know that sounds almost impossible, 
but it is the actual truth. I had looked 
right at the bird a number of times with- 
out even thinking that it was a bird. 
Why did that bird remain there all those 
long moments? Why did he not fly when 
my companion approached? Ask me 
something easy. Did I not say that the 
ruffed grouse was the X amid game-birds? 


B* the way, still-hunting the grouse 
with a .22 rifle is the acme of sport. 
The man who returns at night with two 
birds properly shot through the head 
may well be proud of his bag and his 
skill. I know of nothing calling for more 
real gun skill and wood-craft. You can 
not call a man who so hunts, a “game 
hog,” neither can you apply to him that 
repugnant epithet, “no sportsman.” To 
kill a sitting bird when employing a shot- 
gun is unthinkable unless actually in need 
of meat, but such is not the case when 
you stalk your game, carrying a twenty- 
two rifle or pistol. Try it and see. 

However, in conclusion, the game, the 
bird or two you may kill, is not the thing 
that makes fall hunting when the leaves 
are all crimson and gold, worth while. 
It is the woo of the out-o’-doors, the 
insistent call of the open which takes us 
afield. Some of my best days have been 
when I have failed to secure a single 
shot, tramping all day long without bring- 
ing rifle or shot-gun to bear upon a 
single bunch of brown feathers. What 
matters it? If hunting is correspondence 
with environment, then when I am in the 
mood to appreciate my surroundings, to 
sense the spirit of the open, then I may 
indeed hunt. Let them call me a murderer 
if they will, look at me askance if they 
choose when they see me tramping down 
the street early in the morning, my little 
shot-gun or rifle resting in my crooked 
arm, I must needs to the woods when the 
trees hang out their flaming invitation 
and the ruffed grouse are waiting to play 
hide-and-go-seek with me. The grouse 
still have a chance for their lives, I will 
take no unfair advantage of them, even 
if empty game pockets taunt me at the 
close of day. Have my day in the brown 
woods I must and will! 







the devout Mohammedans are still un- 
aware that the Moors were run out of 
Spain some time back; but the rest of 
the world was not content with the Mique- 
let lock in its original state of dishabille, 
and so the French, with their inborn sense 
of the eternal fitness of things, turned 








Field and Stream 


The Parker; with double Underbearing and single lug Bolt 


it around and sunk the works of the lock 
into the stock, where they have remained 
ever since. 

This lock was the parent of all the shot- 
gun locks in use until the Anson & Deely 
lock was gotten out, differing radically 
from it, in that the side plate was elimi- 
nated entirely and the lock placed under 
the barrel in a slot in the frame. To 
this day these two locks give the types 
used in our various hammerless guns. 
The various hammer-locks in use up to 
the early 90’s did not differ materially 
from the original Miquelet. You had a 
hammer, a mainspring, a sear, bridle and 
sear spring, and the whole thing was as- 
sembled on a side plate. If the main- 
spring went backwards you had to cut 
away wood in the tang to accommodate 
it. If it went forward, the side plate and 
mainspring was tucked away in the frame 
under the barrels. In any event, it made 
little difference, as far as the lock was 
concerned, whether the firing apparatus 
was a flint and powder can, a nipple and 
percussion cap or a pin and the primer 
of a center-fire cartridge. 

But when the hammerless idea came to 
the fore and the hammer simply had to 
go, our gunsmiths were at once up against 
the proposition of how to find room for 
a hammer also inside the side plate, or 
else devise a new lock which could be 
located under the barrels in slots. A 
few of our makers clung to the side plate; 
others adopted the so-called Anson & 
Deely lock, the finest of which, as found 
on certain English guns, can be picked 
out by hand from recesses under the tubes. 

In addition to the lock problems, the 
breech-loading gun has quite a compli- 
cated set of stresses to counteract in the 
explosive force of the charge. With the 
muzzle-loader you had a solid breech and 
thick walls to the tubes; there was no 
other way for the explosion to go but out, 
and there was an end. But with the 
breech-loader your solid breech disap- 
peared, and you had two alternatives: 
either use a sliding bolt with locking lugs, 
as in repeating rifles, or swing the tubes 
on a hinge and let a ‘standing breech wall 
take the rearward stress of the explo- 
sion. All the repeating shotguns followed 
the first course; all the doubles went to 
the hinge, since a down-sliding breech 
was out of the question with a double 
gun. Now, if you have a hinge, the rear- 
ward pressure of the cartridge, when ex- 
ploding, must be equally a forward thrust 
against the hinge, since action and re- 
action are always equal. 


F the pressure of the explosion is eight 

tons to the square inch and the area of 
a twelve-gauge cartridge is half a square 
inch, it is easy to see that the rearward 
thrust on the breech and the forward 
thrust on the hinge is four tons. This 
is a heavy stress to be exerted in a frac- 


tion of a second, and it requires a given 
area of steel to withstand it; the more 
the better, as far as shooting loose is con- 
cerned. For all looseness begins with 
the compression of the steel in the hinge, 
due to the constant battering of the thrust 
of the cartridge in firing. For that rea- 
son we see several standard makes of 
shotguns with double under-lug, fitted to 
close firmly against a stop in the frame, 
so as to take some of this forward thrust 
off the hinge itself. Still a further safe- 
guard consists in a doll’s-head extension 
rib or a large bolt through the rib, usual- 
ly tapered so as to take up or compensate 
for wear. 

If you have ever handled much. steel 
with machine tools, testing machines, etc., 
you will have observed how very like 
cheese or molasses candy mild steel is in 
its action. Pounding batters it so as to 
change its shape; heavy stress squashes 
it; a sharp lathe tool turns off a curl 
that has al! the tenacity and viscidity 
of cheese, and a punch will drive out a 
blank just its own size, no matter what 
the thickness. Tempered steel is vastly 
different; when it goes it breaks, but 
such qualities are not what are wanted 
in the shotgun. Toughness and lack of 
brittleness are the things we are after. 
Consequently the parts of a shotgun do 
not wear, they compress out of shape 
from so much pounding, and the loose- 
ness begins, first of all, with the front- 
and-rear thrust of the cartridge itself. 
Once a particle of looseness is obtained 
we get side play, up-and-down motion 
around the hinge as a center and the 
explosion causes all the tremors that 
enter into the action of a shot-out, poorly 
made gun. 

We all remember how that first cheap 
Belgian of our boyhood days went to 
pieces. With no extension rib, with in- 
sufficient metal in the hinge, with no 
extra lug to take some of the strain 
off the hinge, it was not a shooting season 
old before the crack at the breech was 
wide enough to slip a paper into; loose- 


ness began to show up in the locking lug; 
side play appeared and grew until you 
could shake the tubes by hand in their 
frame, and, if you were wise, you got 
rid of her before she shot herself open 
in your arms. 


HERE is bound to be enough looseness 
in the action of the best double gun 
to let you open and shut her with ease, 
whence opportunity is always at hand for 
up-and-down play and side strains. Bar- 
rel boring and barrel balance have much 
to do with the tendencies, always violent, 
for the muzzles to either pry up off the 
frame, using the hinge as a fulcrum, or 
pry down, exerting a powerful upward 
thrust against the extension rib and its 
locking bolt, also against any under-iugs 
that may be provided with locking bolts. 
Without extension rib, while a perfect- 
ly made gun with plenty of metal in 
the: hinge may stay tight with a single 
bolt in the under-lug, the least freedom 
permits side play and upward play which 
can only end in the gun shooting loose. 
Each shock makes its infinitesimal inroad 
on the shape of the steel, and, as mild 
steel has little elasticity, the effect is cu- 
mulative. As the stresses double when 
they have room to move in and can be- 
come kinetic as well as static, it follows 
that a gun, once it starts to go, will make 
rapid progress toward the scrap-heap, un- 
less there is a compensating scheme to 
take up wear provided for by the maker. 
A few minor requirements of a good 
double gun and we are through with the 
outline of what she ought to be mechan- 
ically. The safety should be easily oper- 
ated, yet not so light as to come off or 
jar back from shooting or brushing 
with the hand; it must not become in- 
operative if a little damp salt air gets 
into the gun, making it a trifle rusty; 
it must go on automatically when the 
gun is opened for any cause whatever, 
and it should block everything when 
the gun is open. The hammers should 
be capable of being snapped on the empty 
gun without danger of the pin snapping 
off through crystallization ; the ejectors 
should be positive and guided firmly so 
they cannot wabble and get under the 
rim of the shell; if automatic, only the 
one whose shell has been fired should 
throw out when the gun is opened, for 
nothing is so annoying as to have a good 
cartridge flung overboard from boat or 
battery, and, finally, when the gun is 
closed the top lever should automatically 
snap itself into place. 

Since the broad principles of repeat- 
ing arms have been covered in our article 
on Rifle Mechanics (November issue 
FIELD AND STREAM), we can dismiss the 
repeating shotguns as coming mechanic- 
ally under the same head, and confine 
ourselves exclusively to what goes on 





The Lefever; compensating Hinge Bearing and extension notch Bolt 
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inside your double when it is loaded and 
fired. We have space for fire rep- 
resentative American double shotguns, 
Parker, Lefever, Ithaca, Smith and Fox. 
We have room for a mechanical design 
of each, showing the action with gun 
open and hammers cocked. No attempt 
to draw comparisons between the differ- 
ent makes will be made, for each has 
its strong points, based upo.. the honest 
opinions of its designers, and each reaches 
the object desired, of a strong, simple, 
reliable double gun, through sometimes 
diametrically Opposite mechanical princi- 
ples. 

Open before me as I write is my boy- 
hood double, now used by my own son. 

Tt is as tight as the day “it was made. 
The hinge has not metal enough, accord- 
ing to modern ideas, but the second lug 
has a big bearing surface and is well 
fitted, and I suspect that it has been bear- 
ing the brunt of the cartridge thrust 
all these years. A doll’s-head extension 
has gummed any tendency to side-wobble, 
and a single locking bolt, engaging a 
ledge on the rear under-lug has kept it 
from getting any up-and-down motion in- 
to its system. 


UR first. illustration shows the action 
of the Parker, beloved of sportsmen 
for more than one generation. The lock 
is an adaptation of the Anson & Deely, 
or slot type, and the hammers are 
cocked by a cocking hook on the lug 
which engages a slider in the frame, which 
in its turn cocks the hammers. That 
little pin which you see sticking out of 
the frame when the gun is apart, and 
which is pressed down by the fore end 
when you put it together, has for its func- 
tion pushing the cocking hook into’ posi- 
tion to engage the slider. The mainspring 
is a coiled spring, as are most of the 
mainsprings in modern actions. Not that 
it really makes any difference in the life 
of the lock. What breaks a spring is 
continuous use up to the capacity of its 
stretch, as you may know if you have 
ever used springs much in machinery that 
must run all day long. In such a case 
we try to get the spring as long as pos- 
sible, so as to use but little of its possible 
stretch. In the same w ay a coiled main- 
spring or a flat, bent mainspring are both 
made of sufficient length so that their 
total motion is small compared with the 
length of the spring. Of course, the gun- 
makers all guarantee their mainsprings 
forever! No matter whether flat or 
coiled, when one does go, it is not wear, 
but defect in tempering. Against the lat- 
ter it is well-nigh impossible to guard. 
When I was in active mechanical engi- 
neering we had often thousands of springs 
to make and temper, and though our old 
toolmaker was a shark at tempering— 
one of the best in the country—even one 
of his springs would occasionally fail. 
To release the Parker hammers there 
are sears on each side which engage the 
triggers, and when you move the safety 
forward it interposes a block of steel 
between the safety toggle and the top 
of the triggers, so that it is impossible 
to pull them. Opening the gun shoves 
this safety block into position so that 
it is ’»cked whenever the gun is not ready 
to fire. 
" The hammers have the firing-pin forged 
in one piece with them. This would be 
an element of breakability from the pins 
crystallizing were it not that the shape 
of the hammer is such as to strike the 
frame on the broad face of the hammer 
at a point some distance below the area 
of the pin base. The hammers are re- 
bounding, a hammer stirrup coming in 
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contact with the hammer screw, thereby 
stopping its movement. 

In the all-important matter of strength 
the Parker is well provided. While some 
makers prefer to put their greatest 
strength in the locking of the extension 
rib, on the principle that the farther from 
the hinge the stronger mechanically is 
the resistance against opening by up-and- 
down stress, there is room for an honest 
difference of opinion here. If the prin- 
cipal strength is put in the direction of 
resisting the direct forward thrust of 
the cartridge itself and the gun is thus 
rigid against that, all the secondary 
stresses become of minor importance, as 
they do not get a chance to make them- 
selves felt. So we find in the Parker 
generous metal area in the hinge joint 
itself, backed by a second large resisting 
area in the forward edge of the second 
lug. This same double bearing is also 
found on the Ithaca. A further resist- 
ance is contributed by the square shoul- 
der of the doll’s head extension, but, 
as I said before, this has but little 
real effect mechanically, owing to its 
small area of metal; where it is need- 
ed is to counteract side movement and 
up-and-down movement. This latter 
function in the Parker is attended to by 
an under-locking bolt engaging a ledge 
on the rear under-lug. This is not as 
strong mechanically as if it were applied 
at the extension rib at a comparatively 
greater radius, but, as the hinge and lug 
resisting area is so very large compared 
to other designs, the under lug bolt is 
ample. To compensate for the strain 
produced by the incessant pounding on 
this lug bolt a bit of hard steel is dove- 
tailed in and held by a small pin which 
can be driven out, permitting a new steel 
bit to be inserted, so that after years 
of use it is possible to make this feature 
as tight as new by putting in the new 
bit. 


I may be argued that no machine fitting 
that will work mechanically smooth 
will allow two surfaces, like the hinge 
bearing and the lug bearing, to both resist 
the stress of discharge at once. Blacken- 
ing either one of them will show that 
both of them cannot be in absolute con- 
tact at the same time, but any testing 
machine will show you that under stress 
the part first attacked yields infinitesi- 
mally until the second part also comes 
under bearing, taking its half of the 
stress. When same is relieved, its elas- 
ticity returns both parts to normal and 
the mechanism is free to move. This is 
what happens with the two. bearings of 
the Parker under lug when the cartridge 
is fired. 

To take the piece apart the trigger 
guard is first unscrewed, exposing the 
screw of the under plate, when all the 
works of the lock can be gotten at. 





While the Parker satisfies all the re- 
quirements of the ideal in its own man- 
ner, we now come to a gun, equally 
fine, yet arriving at the same goal through 
an entirely different route. The Lefever, 
which forms the subject of our next illtis- 
tration, has a side plate lock, a compara- 
tively small hinge bearing, and much 
strength of metal is put in the exten- 
sion rib. When you open the gun the first 
thing that strikes you is the absence of 
any under lug and under locking bolt. 
There is a small link, leading down to 
the interior of the frame, which, as you 
will note from an inspection of the work- 
ing drawing, is the combined cocking lever 
and extractor cam. The hammer has no 
firing pin forged integral with it but 
strikes a pin in the breech base. It can 
therefore be snapped without injury. The 
sear is a long curved device, hung from 
above the hammer and engaging a notch on 
the hammer head instead of near the main 
pivot pin as in most guns. The safety 
blocks the trigger heads; just why it has 
such a small bearing area that is only 
operative at one single. point is not ap- 
parent. The safety must be fully on or 
it is inoperative, so one must be careful 
with it and see that no inadvertent hand- 
brush moves it slightly to the rear, or it 
will fail to engage. The mainspring is 
of the flat type, which, as we have shown, 
is quite as durabie as the coil type; and 
visible indicators, projecting through the 
side plates of the lock, show when either 
hammer is at cock. 

Turning now to the points of safety, 
the designers, appreciating the necessity 
to prevent end play from strains caused 
by direct thrust of the cartridge head, 
have made the main bearing compensa- 
ting, by putting a spherical-headed screw 
in the main hinge pin, against which the 
bottom lug gets its bearing. Even grant- 
ing that the spherical bearing offers more 
surface than a cylindrical one of the same 
radius, this would not give metal enough 
for a durable bearing, so we find the 
shape of the bottom lug such that when 
the gun is closed it bears both against 
the frame at the point F, and, further, 
has the usual reverse bearing found on all 
double lugs that fit snugly into a pocket 
in the frame when the gun is closed. This 
reverse bearing is essential to take care 
of the backward thrust of the tubes when 
the shot leaves the barrel. Otherwise it 
would all come on the tube ends where 
they butt against the standing breech, 
thus introducing crushing strains which 
would eventually open up a crack between 
the barrel ends and the breech, and thus 
let in motion for end play. You will note 
that the extension rib is of generous size, 
cut to fit the radius of a circle struck 
with the hinge as center, and fitting into 
a corresponding recess in the frame. This 
adds considerably to the fore-and-aft 
bearing surface; and, for up-and-down 








Ithaca Bearings and Bolt Locks 


play, a notch is cut in the extension into 
which a rotating bolt fits with a taper 
draw. The action is thus tight, and can 
be kept so by manipulating the bearing 
screw in the hinge The top lever bolt 
takes care of itself, simply requiring re- 
placing of the bit of steel which forms 
the bolt as it wears and allows the lever 
to close out of line 


UR next illustration shows a gun mid- 

way in design between the former 
two. The Ithaca shows a fine combination 
of both principles of gun strength, togeth- 
er with a rapid lock of the Anson & Deely 
type which has notably few and strong 
parts. Beginning with the lock, you will 
note a coiled mainspring impinging di- 
rectly upon the toe of the hammer, which 
toe engages a notch in the under lug so 
that opening the gun cocks the hammer 
at once. A sear holds the hammer up 
until its tail is raised by the trigger heads 
and this sear is blocked by the safety so 
that even a hard fall could not jar the 
sear off, which might happen if merely 
the trigger heads were blocked. This lock 
is undoubtedly simple; whether faster 
than any other is open to doubt, as, no 
matter where the force is applied, you 
have the same direct thrust of the spring 
upon the body of the hammer, forming 
a simple couple with the hammer pivot 
pin. This hammer strikes a pin in the 
standing breech so that snapping it will 
result in no harm. 

In the matter of strength, the simple 
lock, set well back, enables the designers 
to get in a second under lug, as in the 
Parker, thus doubling the available bear- 
ing surface against forward thrust of 
the cartridge head, and providing a ledge 
for an under bolt. In addition there are 
two holes for rotary bolts in the extension 
rib. While a locking bolt here is of prime 
importance as securing against up-and- 
down play, the metal remaining after 
passing both bolts through the extension 
is not enough in some grades of this gun 
while in others it is sufficient to play a 
very considerable role in aiding the resist- 
ance against forward strain. However, 
with the ample surface already provided 
for, this feature may be regarded as 
merely an additional precaution, the prin- 
cipal function of the rotary bolt being to 
resist vertical strain. It is claimed that 
to have al! three of these bolts operative 
at the same time would be impossible. 
Theoretically, yes; practically, the argu- 
ment does not take account of the flexi- 
bility of metal under stress; as well claim 
that the three bearings of an engine do 
not all operate. Black leading will show 
that one of them must be out of line, 
yet, when the engine runs, all three bear- 
ings do their share and any one of them 
without oi! will promptly heat up, which 
of course it would not do if it was not 
carrying its load. In the same way we 
may have no hesitancy in feeling assured 
that the stress of discharge is evenly dis- 
tributed to all three bolts of this gun. 

At the same time, no extension rib bolt 
is adequate of itself without ample bear- 
ing at the hinge. I have seen foreign 
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guns with a small pin neatly fitted through 
the extension rib, yet it can easily be 
shown that, without a proper hinge or 
under-lug bearing, the force of the car- 
tridge would shear this pin like a piece of 
twine. In fact it is a survival of the 
old muzzle-loading custom of running a 
pin through the extension into the wood 
of the stock to hold the barrel in place. 
Such a pin had only the miscellaneous 
outside stresses on the barrel to counter- 
act; it never came under the direct rend- 
ing force of the powder, yet we see this 
pin persist to this day in foreign guns, 
so conservative is the craft of the gun- 
smith. 

Yet, if this pin is made of proper size, 
and the metal back of it of corresponding 
area, it may well take its share of resist- 
ing the rending force of the powder itself, 
and this we see exemplified in our next 
gun, the Fox, which Colonel Roosevelt 
thought so highly of. Here the cross bolt 
is made of large area, the second bottom 
lug is done away with, and the bearing 
hinge and the pin divide the resistance 
against forward thrust of the cartridge 
head, which is always the principal force 
the action of a double gun bas to contend 
with. Side play and vertical play are 
merely secondary effects of the fore-and- 
aft rending force of the explosion, since 
the walls of the tubes take care of its 
outward thrust. In the Fox the two 
principles of pinning against vertical play 
at the point furthest from the hinge cen- 
ter, and making the main bearings of as 
generous an area as possible are neatly 
and simply combined. Since its rotary 
bolt is tapered, as with all such bolts, and 
since it has so large a share of the main 
thrust of the discharge to bear, it follows 
that the component along the taper, tend- 
ing to force the top lever back and open 
the gun, is considerable. For this reason 
the top lever should work rather stiffly 
and should not be allowed to come loose. 

The locks are simple, of the Anson and 
Deely type, cocked by a pin on the under 
lug, engaging the toe of the hammer. The 
mainspring is of the coiled type, operating 
on the hammer by a link. When you open 
the gun you lift the toe of the hammers, 
thrusting back the main springs at the 
same time until the sears fall into the 
hammer notches. The hammer has the 
firing pin forged integral with it; its 
shape is not such that one could feel safe 
against crystallization through unlimited 
snapping. The safety blocks the trigger 
heads and has a trifle more bearing than 
the Lefever. In general the Fox is a 
clean, simple gun, easily gotten at by 
taking off the under plate, durable and 
last. 


N the L. C. Smith gun we have another 
example of the designer pinning his 
faith to the single hinge bearing and a 
large through pin in the extension rib. 
This is made extra long to enable a thick, 


rather flat bolt to enter. Evidently the 
designer intended it more to resist verti- 
cal movement than the end thrust of the 
cartridge, for the metal left at the rear 
of the rib is by no means equal to the 
area of the pin. However, this has been 
taken care of by an ample bearing for the 
one under lug. The designer has also 
utilized the extra length, given by the 
curve of the radius struck from center of 
hinge through the end of the extension 
rib, to get a ledge on which to rest a 
second bolt adding to his resources against 
vertical strain. 

So much for strength. The locks are 
of the side plate type with flat main- 
spring and hammers cocked by roller 
cocking hook. Safety blocks the trigger 
heads. This gun is specially sold in one- 
trigger, though all the other makers can 
give you one if you wish it. 
learns to shoot it, the one-trigger gun 
has the advantage of requiring no shift 
of the trigger finger and no displacement 
of the holding wrist. It is, however, a 
specialty, and, like the automatic ejector, 
a bit of mechanics rather outside the 
limits of this paper. All makers have one 
or another scheme for an automatic ejec- 
tor, and, if you are getting THE gun of 
your lifetime, it will pay to strain an extra 
ten dollars and get it with the automatic 
ejectors, as the speed of reloading is then 
nearly doubled, for you have an empty 
gun the instant you open it, and, with a 
finger clip to hold the extra shells, are 
reloaded almost as soon as the mechanical 
repeater. 

This review of our five principal Ameri- 
can guns will show the reader that we 
are in the hands of careful and experi- 
enced designers with all of them; that 
those who condemn one whole class of 
guns, such as the under lug, as being 
mechanically unsound, simply have not 
studied the conditions thoroughly. For 
the main strain of the rending thrust of 
the cartridge, it is simply a matter of 
calculation of the stress and of the metal 
to withstand it; where to dispose of this 
metal the best is a matter of the judgment 
and preferences of the designer. It is 
a matter of distribution and compromise. 
All kinds of talking points are made by 
salesmen on the different features of the 
designs, yet one’s individual preferences 
must be guided more by the subtler points 
of taste, the hang of the gun in your 
hands, the boring and pattern its record 
shows it can make, minor points of ease 
of handling, etc., than by any broad claims 
of superiority of design. Why do I own 
a Parker, while my assistant editor swears 
by the Lefever, the crack shot of the office 
has an Ithaca that money couldn’t pry 
him loose from, and the head of the 
magazine shoots three different makes of 
American guns’ We all have our very 
definite reasons why,—but a close analysis 
shows them all to be—just prejudice 
mere prejudice! 
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C. Smith; Showing Rolling Cocking Pin 
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Signor 


Marchetti’s 


Moose 


As related by Charlie Raynes, Guide 


By Douglas Wetmore Clinch 


REAT Sizzling Tarnation, but 

that was a hunt for sure! Il 

mean the time old Sullie and me 

took his Eytalian Nibs a-huntin’, 

back in 1911. Beggin’ his pardin, the 

Count Giovanni Marchetti, Via S. Vitale 

30, Roma, to give him his full spread, the 

tail end of it being his post office—friend 

of his King, him as sits down to chuck 

with the Makedee and Lord Strathcona 

and the rest of them forriners. Right 

glad he were to hoe into plain moose 

meat on the coals afore he got through, 

being as what you call adaptable, but 
that’s getting ahead of my wake 

Maybe you hern tell of my ground, 

over Musquash—that’s plain Injun for 














“We calls one bull as is no ’count”’ 











muskrat—way, toward the Big Lake, same 
place I cruised as a kid back a spell. Well 
ye see the law comes off the bulls back in 
1903 on this side the Saint John, and we 
give her a try. Leastways we had a 
shack on Perch Lake them times, and, 
one evening long toward supper time, it 
being kam I gives a bellow with me horn 
and I’ll be busted if I didn’t get an an- 
swer! Hit ’im too, though he got away. 
I was thinking of hitting out for the 
States next year, getting kind of stale on 
my job over toward the mill in Fairville, 
when I desern in the papers as how Doug 
here, him as is Mr. Clinch, is to run boat 
for the Government in getting out some 
high-falutin’ book on the Province, one of 
them “teeming-with-trout, overrun-with 
monarchs-of-the-forest” perspectuses as 
they callate is the needful, so most likely 
I sends in a bid allowing as howy I’m 
a right pert sort of old Dan Boone myself 
Well that fall I gets a big one, called 
him right back of the camp and the next 
season I looks up with this here new 
guide’s association which Jack Connel and 
Dave Ogilvy and old Bill Grey allows 
they'd jine, and we conspires to separate 
them Yanks from their hard-earned 
dough,——“sports” we calls them. We di- 
vides up the party, though it sure 
seemed I didn’t draw my share, all my 
parties going back on me, when lo’n’ be- 
hold, Doug sends me word as how some 
lad by the name of Marchetti, Signor 
Marchetti, signals the Canadian Pacific as 
how he’s got a hunch to chase a moose. 
Well, I fixes up a date and says for him 
to cable if he means business, not ex- 
pectin’ nothing. It’s just the same some- 
times when after two weeks of crust some 
of them old “honk-honking” ganders go 
South and you know a storm is about to 
locate hereabouts. And lo’n’ behold, his 
Nibs sénds a cable allowin’ October’d be 
about his size and we rigs up accordin’. 

I had the Doc with me that fall, him 
and his pal that misses Old Glory Be— 
that seventy incher you herd old Lovejoy 
euluginizin’ the season before. Well, any- 
how, we butts into two good heads, Gabe 
gettin’ the Doc’s and me seducin’ a fifty- 
incher for Davis, when word comes in 
with the team that the Count is a-pawin’ 
the ground in St. John waiting to get at 
it, being ahead of his dates. But then 
Doug knows the ground and he says come 
on. We had one of them left-handed 
cooks wished on us that fall, as couldn’t 
corral his feelings none an’ he wants to 
light out for the settlements to see his 
dame. So Doug does the cookin’ fora 
spell though none of us ain’t got no acci- 









dent insurance, Sullie guides the Doc and 


Gabe takes care of Mr. Davis. Them 
sports was right peeved at first when they 
hears as how a real live count was on the 
trail, expectin’ a valey and pink ribbons 
and a lot of this here Newport goin’s-on. 

Well, I meets them at the landin’, havin’ 
Davis’ head in the bow of the canoe, 
casual like, an’ Mr. Signor Marchetti sure 
gets excited and stops the whole proces- 
sion. An’ here I gits a chanct to size him 
up. He were in the range of forty, with 
the points of his horns gettin’ short and 
the butts heavy, sort of shinned up well, 
like one of them cute old bulls as will 
answer but not show themselves till after 
dark. He was a sixty incher in his prime, 
alright, with his bell wore away, but 
mighty adaptable. His mustache was fero- 
cious-like, and every other word was 
“beautiful,” must have been a ladies’ man 
one time. It was “Ah—the beautiful 
canoe”—“ah, Meestair Raines, what is 
your opinion about the condeetion of the 
weather—we get a beautiful moose?” So 
help me! 


TOW we'd got quite few heads already 
that fall, so I allows as how seein’ 
this here lad had come so far he might just 
as well keep on, so after the other party 
goes out I figures it over with Sullie and 
we decides to take His Nibs over yonder 
to a new bit of ground as how I never 
hunted afore, but cruised out in the win- 
ter. Meanwhile we calls one bull as is 
no account, but we had a special permit 
to get another for his museum. So we 
packs up, allowing to tent out 
We rowed down the lake and strikes 
across country to Trout Brook where I 
had a canoe hid, and into this we hove 
the duffle and paddles down the East 
Branch, and works over toward Fawn 
Lake where we kisses the canoe good-bye 
and has dinner. That night we pulls up 
at Hawk Lake. Ye needs a flying ma- 
chine in that ground, it’s that mussed up 
with blow-downs, let alone the way the 
fire paralyzed it a spell back. We heaves 
our ambition around for awhile and then 
gives up and come back to the foot of the 
lake, where lo’n’ behold I finds an old 
boat. At the other end there was an 
abandoned lumber camp aud we rigs up 
with a tent and allows how maybe she'll 
do for headquarters. And, the next morn- 
ing early, we starts out for the Rips, on 
Clinch’s River, that being the West Branch 
of the Musquash. 
Well—I hadn’t traveled mor’n a quar- 
ter.of a mile from the tenting ground 
when I runs onto a fresh track of a cow 
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Doug, an’ His Eyetalian Nibs, Count Marchetti 


and a bull, and, sure enough, a bit further 
on we comes up on them in a thick 
swamp. Leastways we could not get at 
them and I gives a couple of bull grunts 
sort of to jar the cocksureness of that 
there critter, and he sets up a roar. But 
he didn’t show himself and after a spell 
we hears them a-crashing away, him a 
lambastin’ them old antlers of his agin 
the trees. But there was sign everywhere 
and so about 11:30 we pulls up on the 
further end of a horseback, overlooking 
the river. Ye see it’s something like 
huntin’ caribou on the open ground up 
North, when ye hunt moose with me, the 
whole blame face of nature as bare of 
foliage as Ned Menzies’ pate. 

His Nibs had a grand pair of glasses, 
which wern’t so damn strong ye couldn’t 
hold them steady, and I sits down and 
gives the landscape a right pert inspec- 
tion. Wern’t nothin’ going to get by us 
that morning if I knew anything about it, 
and anyway we was a bit wore out with 
the travelin’. And by-an’-by I spies two 
cows, and an old whaler of a bull, lying 
down right in the open, no, that is, the 
cows was feeding. They was near the 
top of the hill, plumb across from us, the 
river being between us. We didn’t have 
no lunch but I reckon it was forgotten. 

Well, I takes my bearings and down 
grade we starts, the Count a chucklin’ to 
hisself and anticipatin’. When we gets 
to the river it were one long stretch of 
foaming rapids, a-pitchin’ and a-tossin’ 
for fair. I turned to His Nibs and says: 
“How about it?” 

He perceives on his own account; looks 
up toward where the bull was, and inter- 
prets: “We must have that moose!” 

“Good!” I grins, “we'll get the old sin- 
ner ;—come on!” and I parades into the 
cold water and gets across first, a-leapin’ 
boulders, now and agin squintin’ at the 
Count who comes along like a major, 
rifle and cartridges held high over his 
head, with Sullie chasing his breath in 
the rear. 

We circled* back of that hill and we 
didn’t linger none to comment on no 
scenery neither. After a spell we creeps 
over the top,—me a-prayin’ them lousy 
cows didn’t get in between us and the 
bull, but seeing nothin’ en route. I steers 
for the place I had last seen the bull, but 
there were no sign. So bymby I crawls 
over the very edge and squints down into 
a little valley that dipped into the top of 
the hill and,—Land of Goshen! 

There, about 75 feet down, lay the big 
bull a-chawin’ of his cud, most content 











as a gossipin’ woman and I allows right 
there when I gets time I'll take off me 
hat to what they calls nowadays his 
“strategic position.” It were a magnifi- 
cent piece of country to ease your eyes 
on, and that bull could see, smell, or hear 
anything at any point save the very one 
we had, by the luck of a bull pup, come 
out on. So I reverses my pate and 
beckons to the Count and Sullie not to 
lose no time appreciating the position. 


S His Nibs comes to anchor alongside 
I points, and suggests he train his 
bow guns and get busy. He didn’t need 
much persuadin’, and the old .303 Lee-En- 
field begins some conversation. Mr. Moose 
being somewhat disturbed by buttin’ into 
a soft nose, gets onto his feets and does 
a few steps all his own, and I gets up 
off me prayer handles and takes in the 
show. Rip-roaring that moose parades 
up and down allowin’ as how we ought 
to have been introduced, yet failing to 
locate us. Finally he starts down-grade 
where a second bullet overhauls him 
a-smashing his back and kaplunk! down 
he comes. There was some right pert 
pawing round for a spell, till we gets 
there, and then the monarch of the forest 
passes in his checks, feet uphill and them 
antler points a-buried in the dirt. 
We scrambles down and allow as how 
we got a 54-inch head,—which wern’t too 
bad seein’ as it were late in the season. 


The Count stands a-gazin’ for a spell, 
which were in order bein’ as how he come 
a few thousand miles just to be present 


at such an occasion ;—then, Jumping Je- 


ruuselem, he heaves that gun to one side 
and throws his arms around me, and [’ll 
be plumb rigged if he didn’t KISS MY 
DIRTY, UNSHAVEN MUG ON BOTH 
CHEEKS. Well, sir, I blushes like a 
sweet sixteen, that taken a-back I was, 
and Sullie’s jaw hangs down as if he’d 
been got sidetracked in Hades and lost 
the return half of his ticket. Looks like 
Mr. Dooley in his misguided youth, does 
Sullie, but here warn’t going to be no 
jealousy in that picnic and the Count 
grabs Sullie likewise. Honest Injun, 
Sullie’s blush turned his hair red for a 
minute and that ain’t sayin’ as how he'll 
ever be hung for his looks! 

No, that wern’t all First, the Count 
offers fifty bones if one of us will parade 
back to the main camp and get his 
camera. But it wern’t possible, it being 
two and half days either way. I had 
peeled off by now, and started to remove 
the head. The sun was sort of powerful, 
so I says as how His Nibs better peel off 
to his birthday clothes, wring them out 
and put them in the sun to dry, which 
he does accordin’. Remember how I says 
that there “bull fell a-headin’ up hill, legs 
toward the top? Well, the Count sits 
down on the hind quarter and tries to 
throw a few more “beautifuls” round the 
landscape. We was busy not paying 
much attention till we gets the scalp off 
one side, when we has to turn the head 
over, them tines being buried in the 
ground. I were so all-fired busy I never 
thought as how the turnin’ would make 
much difference so I yanks away. Jump- 
ing Jehosophat! ye ought to a-bin there! 
That bull’s hind end rears up with the 
cant and over he come kerplump! his hind 
legs ketchin’ the Count a wallop which 
sends him, Adam’s full dress and all, legs 
a-sprawling, end over end, down hill : and 
I haw-haws right out in meetin’! But 
he was a good scout, that Count, and he 
jines in the chorus. 

We couldn’t make camp that night, and 
so camps out with nothing but our reso- 
lutions, a-roastin’ moose meat on a stick 
by a bough wickashee, swappin’ ideas by 
the stars. ‘The animals they prowls 
through the forest same as usual, but that 
jarred nobody. It was spitting snow with 
the dawn, but I soon had the head skinned 
out and our caravan starts for the home 
camp. 











“Soon I had the head skinned out and our caravan starts” 
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Horse 
Prairie 
Creek 


(With a Coyote Sketch, a Chicken Shoot 


and a Trout Trip on the Side) 


By John F. Card 


HE winter after I graduated from 

college and was still looking 

around for a place to start my 

career, I ran amuck with a mine 
promoter, who convinced me that I could 
make all kinds of money by putting the 
five thousand dollars my grandfather had 
left me into a placer mine, located, as I 
found out, on a small creek about thirty 
miles from nowhere, in Central Montana. 
He was a good talker and I fell for it, 
and in the spring of 1906 I started out 
with the world by the tail, to dig my way 
to steam yachts and private cars. It was 
plenty of digging I had while it lasted, 
for that summer I worked from fourteen 
to twenty-four hours of every day, and 
finally wound up the season with a worth- 
less placer mine, six dollars in currency, 
and a better understanding of a certain 
mine promoter. 

My finances would not allow me to 
hang around long thinking things over, 
and as I had heard of the mining activi- 
ties in Butte, I made up my mind to go 
there. 

I dickered with the stage driver to haul 
me to the railroad in exchange for some 
of the mine tools, and pulled out. 

I can well remember the morning I 
landed in Butte, after an all-night’s ride 
in a day coach, with a dollar and seventy- 
five cents in my pocket, and everyone I 
met a stranger. I headed for a restau- 
rant, bought a cup of coffee and a roll, 
and after talking the cashier into letting 
me leave my carry-all behind the cigar 
case, started for the nearest mine, “The 
Pennsylvania.” The foreman was in his 
office and in I went, told him parts of my 
story, and asked him for a job. He 
looked me over once or twice and asked 
“if I thought I could dig?” In my finan- 
cial condition I believe I could have dug 
my way to China in one shift, and told 
him so. I got the job and was signed 
to go on the night shift, and with some 
six hundred others, I went underground 
that night at six. 

Another young fellow and I were put 
at work cleaning up the ore which had 
been blasted by the miners of the day 
shift. Well, we shoveled and chatted and 
got acquainted, and while eating lunch 
Mac told me that his father, brother and 
himself were running a ranch on Horse 
Prairie Creek about seventy miles south 
of Butte, and that as soon as the summer 
was over he had come up to Butte to 
earn enough to help him through the com- 
ing year; then I loosened up and told 
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my tale from start to finish, with the 
result that when the shift was over we 
went up town, got my carry-all, and took 
it up to Mac’s room. I was the possessor 
of the south half of his bed and part of 
his meal-ticket, at least until pay day. 
Such was our introduction. 

We lived and dug together that winter, 
and in our spare time talked over our 
plans—Mac for his ranch, and I, well, I 
had hopes of making the engineering 
crew. We were both devoted to the out- 
of-door sports, and many a time did I 
listen with open ears to the tales Mac 
told of the winters he had spent trapping 
in the Rockies, of the running of coyotes 
with his hounds, and of the good trout- 
fishing and duck-shooting to be had on 
the creek which ran_ through his 
ranch. 

In the spring our digging partnership 
dissolved, for Mac went back to the 
ranch, and I, well, I landed a place on 
the engineering crew, but before we 
parted each promised the other that Sep- 
tember Ist would see us together at 
Mac’s ranch for a good hunt and fish. 

All that spring and summer I worked 
and waited. It seemed like the season 
would never come, but it finally did, and 
the night of August 3lst saw me drop 
off the train at Red Rock and en- 
gage in a noisy welcome with Mac. For 
three hours we drove through the chilled 
night, and finally turned off through the 
sagebrush and over a pole bridge towards 
a light, which proved to be in the window 
of a three-room log house, Mac’s home. 


Y the time we had the team put away 

and the dogs quieted down, Mac’s 
brother, Ray, had a pot of coffee and 
some fried eggs ready, after which a 
good smoke and then to bed—Mac to 
sleep like a log, and I to listen to the 
night’s sounds and to think of the to- 
morrow’s hunt. Every now and then a 
coyote would set up his inferfal yapping 
from a distant hilltop, and another would 
answer him from across the meadow, 
once I heard a mallard’s quack and won- 
dered where he could be, and once Mac’s 
father, Dick, scratched a match and took 
a couple of whiffs on his pipe. The two 
clocks would tick along together for a 
while and then get out of step, and hip- 
pity-hop along until they struck their 
stride again, and both cuckoos whistled 
their hourly tunes until two, when they 
must have run out of wind, for the next 
thing I knew Mac was routing me out 


and it was well on towards five, and I 
could smell the eggs a-frying. 

It seemed like weeks before it got light. 
I kept thinking of that mallard I had 
heard in the night. Mac told me that 
every evening for the past two weeks a 
bunch of eleven mallards had come into 
the pond in his field, about two hundred 
yards from the house, and that they had 
all been careful not to disturb them, and 
that if I could keep my shirt on long 
enough to down some breakfast and let 
it get light, why, we would start the sea- 
son from the side yard. Well, it got 
light, and I got away with the eggs and 
coffee, but when the cakes were slow 
a-coming, I kind of lost my appetite and 
pulled Mac out of his chair and through 
some high grass over to the pond, where 
we put up those mallards, and I whaled 
one and Mac two. His setter fetched 
them out, and then we went back and I 
ate cakes until the batter gave out. 

Mac had planned that we were to fish 
and hunt to the beaver dam, about four 
miles up-creek, and come back by wagon 
road. When I began to put my rod to- 
gether, Mac looked it over, admired it, 
and then suggested that I leave it at home. 
Too much trouble to carry,.he said; just 
take a line and a couple of flies, the 
willows are full of poles, and besides, 
you'll have plenty of ducks and trout to 
carry back without lugging store poles. 
I took his advice and we shouldered our 
guns, called the setter, and started for the 
creek, 


HEN I saw that creek it certainly ap- 

pealed to me as a beautiful trout 
stream, but as for duck—well, I had always 
hunted them on a marsh or in the flooded 
timber of the Illinois bottoms, and not 
on stony bottom trout streams. I couldn’t” 
figure out where our shooting was going 
to come from until we walked around a 
sharp bend, and out from the quick water 
behind the point went about thirty teal 
like so many bullets, and we into them as 
fast as we could shoot. We picked up 
three birds and the setter found one we 
hadn’t seen fall at all, and then we went 
into the willows and each cut a straight, 
dry pole, tied on our lines, and went on 
up the creek pitching our flies in and 
letting the current swing them in close to 
the opposite bank or over some deep spot. 
Wow! how those trout struck! I jumped 
a foot every time one hit my fly. When- 
ever we came to a bend we would quietly 
steal across the point and every now and 
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At Mac’s Prairie Ranch Cabin 


then, with a squawk and a rush, out 
would go a bunch of ducks and down 
would go the fish poles and up would go 
the guns. Then the old setter would come 
in for his share of the fun. Once, just 
as a big trout struck my fly, an old mal- 
lard hen went squawking out from under 
the brush at the bank right behind me, 
and between the two I slipped and fell 
flat in the creek. I thought Mac would 
die laughing. It took me half an hour 
to wipe my shells dry, and Mac laughing 
all the time, but I soon turned the laugh 
on him by blowing my duck call when he 
wasn’t looking. Mac had never seen or 
heard of a duck call before, and the way 
he dropped his pole and went poking his 
gun around through the air looking for 
that mallard was great. And so we 
loafed on up the creek, pulling out a 
trout here and knocking down a duck or 
two there. Twice we saw mink. I could 
have shot one, but Mac stopped me, say- 
ing that he and his brother would trap 
them when the fur was prime. 

Mac laughed and said that we were still 
a mile from the beaver dam when I told 
him that I had all the load I cared to 
carry, but I know he felt the same way, 
for he was perfectly agreeable .to slide 
out of his coat and lie down on a grassy 
spot in the sun and take a smoke. 

When I lifted his coat back up onto 
his back it was heavy, and I heard him 
grunt when he heaved mine up so that 
I could get into it. We looked at each 
other a moment, and, with a weary laugh, 
started with our loads across the sage- 
brush.to the road and three miles home. 
It was a long hike, and I was glad I 
hadn’t brought my rod. 

How I slept that night! Neither coy- 
otes nor cuckoos touched me. The boys 
let us sleep until seven, and it took an- 
other half hour’s moving around to shake 
out the kinks: 

This day we were going with Mac’s 
dad and his brother, about six miles up 
to a dam in an irrigating canal, and while 
they were repairing the dam, Mac and I 
were going to hunt along the canal, where 
during the sun.mer he had seen several 
bunches of young mallards. Mac prom- 
ised to take the hounds and try to start 
a coyote for me, so, after we had re- 
peated on coffee, eggs and cakes, Dad, 
Ray and I piled into the wagon, while 
Mac boarded his cayuse, called the dogs, 
and we were on our way. 


M*o S hound pack consisted of a grey- 
hound, Bess, and her two sons, by a 


Russian wolfhound, Deacon and Red, 


both of whom were considerably larger 
and faster than the greyhound. He also 
had a shepherd and his old setter, but 
these two we shut in the barn and how 
the old setter did wail when we went off 
and left him! 

For half an hour we jogged along a 
dusty road through the sagebrush, with 
only an occasional bouncing jack rabbit 
to break the monotony. Then Mac called 
the dogs and took off over a low hill and 
out of sight. We brought the team to a 
walk, and moved along in this fashion 
for perhaps half an hour. I was begin- 
ning to wonder what had become of Mac, 
when Ray spotted a coyote crossing a flat 
about three hundred yards to our right, 
and, between us and where we thought 
Mac was. The coyote had his eye on us 
and stopped when Ray whistled, then he 
would start to sneak on and Ray would 
whistle and he would stop and look at us 
again. All of a sudden we saw Mac 
come up over the hill about two hundred 
yards behind the coyote, and about the 
same time we waved at him both he and 
the hounds spotted the coyote and were 
off. That coyote sure did dig! In the 
first quarter the hounds gained about a 
hundred yards, and when that coyote, too, 
realized that he was up against a bad 
game, he just got right down to business 


and ran, and he was going some, too, but 
the hounds were too fast for him and I 
thought sure they would get him in the 
next quarter. But he dodged and turned 
our way and when he went by us he was 
about fifty feet ahead of Deacon, with 
Red a close second, Bess some fifty feet 
back, and Mac just more than cutting the 
mustard and yelling at every jump. Gee, 
but it was exciting! I knew Deacon had 
him now, but just as he grabbed at him 
the coyote dodged and Red hit him broad- 
side and both rolled. Before either could 
get up, Bess, coming from behind, nailed 
Mr. Coyote by the throat and the country 
was rid of one more pest, and Mac was a 
two-dollar hide ahead. It sure was some 
treat! 


E went on up to the canal and the 

first thing Mac and I did was to walk 
square into a bunch of young sage hens 
and make good on four, then we mean- 
dered along the canal and saw the feath- 
er-covered spots where the summer 
nesis had been. Every now and then 
we would jump a pair or a small bunch 
of mallards, and sometimes we would 
make good and sometimes we wouldn't. 
Once Mac started to shoot at what he 
thought was a crippled teal flopping along 
the water, but I stopped him just in time 
to save the mother for her second brood 
of little teal, which I happened to see 
scurrying into the grass at the canal’s 
edge. When we returned to the wagon 
our hunting coats were well filled. 

We drove back to the house in the early 
afternoon and as I had several hours 
before it was time to start for the rail- 
road, I just put my rod together and went 
over and took a real fall out of that trout 
stream. Horse Prairie Creek it’s called, 
—they should have named it Heaven; 
how its trout loved a Royal Coachman! 
and such an afternoon as I had! It 
seemed like no time at all until I heard 
a shot from the house telling me that 
it was most time to start. How I did 
hate to leave that country and go back to 
the grind! Can you blame me? 

Mac made me promise that I would 
come back when the snow came and take 
a run up to his trapping cabin for a 
deer, or possibly an elk, and a fish through 
the ice, and what’s more I did, but that 
is another story, which I hope some day 
to hang on the editor of our “Grate 
Reelijous Maggyzeene.” 


























Prairie Chicken and Ducks A-plenty 
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A Deer 
Hunt 
in 
Maine 
State 


By Herbert K. Savage 


“ ECKON we'll stop at the Sebois 
Bridge, boil the kittle and have 
some lunch,” said Andrew, our 
driver, as he pulled up at the 

top of a hill to breathe the horses after 

a particularly hard, rocky climb. 

We were on our way in from Patten 
to Charlie McDonald’s camps, on the 
East Branch of the Penobscot, and had 
been on the road since eight o’clock that 
morning. From Patten to the edge of 
the green woods we had ridden on the 
buckboard, which was piled high with 
our duffle and some provisions for the 
camp, but when we struck the woods road, 
part corduroy, but mostly rocks, we de- 
cided to walk the rest of the way. The 
outfit made so much noise, with grating 
of iron tires on the boulders of the 
road, rattling of harness chains and 
snorts of the horses, that we decided all 
the deer in the country would flee at 
our approach, and so left the rifles in 
their cases. As we came to a particu- 
larly rocky gorge, just wide enough for 
the wagon-road and the noisy stream 
which paralleled the path, a big buck 
walked out on the opposite bank and 
stood there looking at us. Before the 
rifles could be freed from their lashings 
he had bounded away, and, needless to 
say, for the rest of the journey we car- 
ried our guns in the crook of our arms! 
Moose-birds and bluejays crossed and re- 
crossed the road ahead of us, and squir- 
rels and an occasional partridge scuttled 
away through the leaves, but we saw no 
more deer. Unused as we were to woods- 
hiking, being fresh from our desks, we 
were glad when a turn of the road re- 
vealed the camp, with its big main house 
and the outlying sleeping-cabins, located 
on the bank of the river and facing the 
West, where, twenty miles away, Katah- 
din loomed up against the setting sun. 

Our cabin, the nearest to the river, had 
a double tier of bunks and a cot, which 
were well supplied with blankets and 
quilts, a big wood stove and a tin wash- 
basin and water-bucket. We unpacked 
our duffle, changed to camp moccasins 
and went to the main cabin in answer 
to the welcome summons of the supper- 
bell, ably wielded by Mrs. McDonald. I 
can see that table now—fried deer liver 
and bacon, pork and beans, hot biscuits, 
coffee, preserved fruit and five different 
kinds of cakes and cookies. A _ better 
table, more comfortable accommodations, 
more hospitable people and more capable 
and companionable guides would be hard 
to find. My brother Joe had been here 














An Eleven Pointer Killed Near the Tote Road 


before, and when he, Herman Beringer 
and I had decided to take a deer hunt 
together he had at once written Charlie 
to reserve a cabin for us. 

Across the river from the camp the 
country is a combination of green woods 
and burnt lands, and, dotted through the 
burned-over portion, are “islands” of fir 
trees and alders in which deer and some- 
times bear are found. Moose are also 
fairly plentiful, but as there is a closed 
season in Maine on moose until 1919, we 
were not especially interested in them. 
The eastern side of the river, on which 
the camp lies, is covered with green 
woods, plentifully sprinkled with “swales” 
and dotted and criss-crossed with many 
lakes and streams which give well-de- 
fined boundaries for the day’s hunting. 
Only one party, sport and guide, hunts a 
section at a time, so there is no danger 
of anyone being shot at for a deer or 
hit by a spent bullet, as the guides are 
careful about encroaching on the other 
fellow’s hunting territory. 

Outlying log cabins are located at con- 
venient lakes and are kept well supplied 
with food and blankets, and when more 
grub is needed Charlie packs it in on 
his saddle-horses, of which he owns four, 
all woods-wise, intelligent and lovable 
animals. Charlie was at one time in his 
career a cowboy, hence the horses. 

Herman and his guide, Harry Rogerson, 
arranged to start the following morning 
for the cabin at Messa Pond and to 
leave there on Thursday for the cabin 
on Traveler Mountain, and then return 
to the main camp. Joe and I were to 
hunt together from the main camp until 
their return. 

The next morning, while it was not yet 
light, we poled the canoes across the 
river, the pike-poles clanging loudly on 
the rocky bottom, and, after wishing 
Herman and Harry luck, started for 
Spring Brook Mountain, where we were 
to hunt that day. Hardly had we gone 
a quarter of a mile when we heard a 
rapid fire of shots from Herman’s .30-30. 
“They must have jumped one alongside 
the road,” said Joe, “as they haven’t had 


time to reach the trail to Messa! 


ATER, when the victim of the fusil- 
lade was hung up in front of our 
cabin, Herman noticed we were counting 
the bullet holes and brazenly remarked, 
“Thirteen was certainly an unlucky num- 
ber for this fellow!’ 
That day we jumped no deer, but 
found some bear and moose sign near 


McDonald Pond, at the foot of Spring 
Brook, and on the way home stopped at 
a beaver dam and inspected the tree-cut- 
ting which had been done by the busy 
inhabitants of the pond. Some of the 
trees they had cut down and gnawed into 
lengths were as large around as a fair- 
sized water-bucket. 

Tuesday we hunted the ridges across 
the river from camp, and Joe had a shot 
at a buck in a cedar gully on the edge 
of the burnt lands. About noon I heard 
a bear cub squalling on the ridge near 
the river; apparently he had lost his ma 
and was running around trying to find 
her, in the meantime bawling out his 
harrowed feelings. We hot-footed it to 
his aid, but he was silenced before we 
could be of assistance, probably by the 
old lady. An hour’s still-hunting on the 
ridges failed to rout him out and so 
we hunted toward camp through the black 
growth along the river. Once I thought 
I saw a deer lying down, but a careful 
stalk was wasted on a stump, and so the 
next time I saw a similar stump I was 
not as careful in my approach as I might 
have been and the stump turned out to 
be a real deer, which hit only the high 
spots on his way out. I fired twice, but 
only barked several trees with the soft- 
nose .30-40 bullets. 

On Wednesday we followed Beringer’s 
trail to Messa Pond, and, leaving our 
packs at the cabin, we hunted along the 
somewhat beaten trail up Traveler Moun- 
tain, the dry leaves making the woods 
too noisy for still-hunting. Upon reach- 
ing the level of some moss-covered ledges 
on the side of Traveler, we left the trail 
and zig-zagged through and over a quar- 
ter of a mile of blow-downs in order 
to reach the rocks. 

With these ledges in sight, Joe mounted 
a boulder to obtain a better view. A 
black streak galloped down the face of 
the ledges. A second glance—a bear— 
250 pounds at least! He disappeared be- 
hind some bushes near the foot and Joe 
picked the opening ahead and covered 
it with his rifle, but he never appeared in 
the opening. He must have side-stepped 
down a small gully and disappeared. Be- 
ing at the foot of the rock on which Joe 
was standing, I could not see what it was 
that had him so worked up, and so mildly 
inquired, to promote conservation, as it 
were, “What's the excitement; see any- 
thing?” 

“No, of course not, only some black 
spots!” grunted Joe scornfully. 

We headed back to camp and that night 
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Charlie McDonald Bringing in Deer from the Bowlan Pond Region 


slept at Messa Pond cabin, and thankful 
we were to be under shelter, for the 
wind howled among the rocky crags above 
the cabin and tore big branches from 
the dead trees. Any moment we expected 
to see one of the uprooted giants, which 
we could hear falling all around us, come 
crashing through the slab roof. 

Morning broke cold, bitterly cold, and 
Joe and I had a wordy battle as to which 
should get ‘up and light the fire. Those 
blankets were the warmest things in sight, 
and it was like entering an icebox to 
hop out of bed.—I built the fire! 

HAT day we hunted the burnt lands 

toward and around Little Messa 
Pond, with no success. This hunting was 
pie for me, for I liked the burned lands 
and blow-downs, where I could have a 
wide view. In the islands of trees dis- 
persed here and there we were likely 
to run into a bear, as the guides had 
reported bear in this direction two days 
ago, and a bear, above all, was my ardent 
wish. That night we returned to the 
main camp. No word had come in from 
Harry and Herman, who were supposed 
to be hunting from Traveler Mountain 
camp. ; 

On Friday we headed for Bowlan Pond 
and to our surprise encountered Herman 
and Harry at the edge of the burnt lands. 
They had far, and we 
all returned to Bowlzn camp for a love 
feast. In the afterroon Harry and I 
hunted together, and, while we jumped a 
number of deer in the green woods, they 
were all too far away to warrant our 
taking ‘a shot, for at the most we could 
only have wounded one, and that by a 
lucky shot. 

In the meantime Joe and Herman had 
headed for Little Bowlan and put in 
some clever “pussy-foot” work, finally 
rounding a hummock near the head of 
the deadwater, where the shadowy form 
of a big deer loomed up in the swale, 
his four legs spread wide apart, exactly 
as when feeding. Although their stalk 
had been up-wind and very quiet, he was 
looking intently in their direction. In- 
stantly the fireworks began. Joe touched 
off the first bomb, shooting over him in 
his haste. Herman then repeated the per- 
formance, and together they opened up 
rapid fire as the buck started for cover. 
The Allies had nothing on them in bom- 
bardments. Harry and I could hear the 
shooting where we were, a full two miles 
away. 

As this buck vanished into the woods 


shot no Geer so 


another buck dashed from the right-hand 
cover, following his chum, and there was 
an encore to the first performance. Fol- 
lowing the tracks the first buck was 
found dead—just beyond the clearing. 

“Scared clean to death!” explained 
Joe, describing it afterwards. The 
deer was a spike horn, but heavy and 
large enough for a ten pointer. Just as 
they finished drawing and hanging it, 
Harry and I arrived on the scene of 
battle, and we all returned to Bowlan 
cabin together. 

That night we had a dinner of deer 
heart and liver, bacon, pea soup, blue- 
berry jam, biscuits, coffee, and assorted 
crullers and cookies, all cooked to the 
tune of Harry’s only song of “Down in 
the City, Where They Have No Pity,” 
which, unfortunately for the nerves of 
his hearers, was all he knew of the song. 

Next day Joe and Herman again hunted 
together and Herman got completely lost 
(although he would never 
admit it), but three hours 
later Joe found him wan- 
dering around looking for 
the trail and his gloves 
and bandanna which he 


had left behind him 
“somewhere in France.” 
Two days later, when 
hunting that locality, 


Harry and I were startled 
to see a splash of vivid 
red on a log within 50 
feet of the Bowlan trail, 
and there were the lost 
gloves and_ bandanna! 
Herman is still trying to 
explain how it happened. 


HAT day Harry and 
I jumped several 
distance, 





more deer at a 

but were unable to get 
in a shot, as the leaves 
were dry and the hunt- 
ing noisy. Joe and Her- 
man returned to the 
main camp .and_ saddled 
Jack, the one-eyed, sad- 
looking, white broncho, 
and started back for the 


spike horn, taking turns 
riding and walking. As 
they neared the swale 
where the spikehorn was 
hung, Joe was walking 
about thirty yards ahead, 


rifle at the camp, and devoted both his 
hands and knees to steering Jack and 
pushing aside the flapping branches. 
Suddenly there was a clickety-click of 
hoofs, and two shadowy forms came 
dashing toward Joe from the direction of 
the swale. They got within a few yards 
of him before he saw them. In the lead 
was a doe and following her a_ buck. 
Straight for Joe they came, and the doe 
stopped as he opened fire, while the buck 
circled to the left, dodging like a jack 
rabbit. The buck was so close that Joe 
was using his rifle like a shotgun, pump- 
ing lead whenever he could find an open- 
ing, but shooting high every time. 
Circling around Joe, the deer dashed for 
Jack, who stood in his tracks placidly 
watching the fun. 3eringer was offer- 
ing supposedly humorous advice and 
enjoying the excitement, in the meantime 
thinking up a witty description of the 
scene for use when he returned to camp. 








while Jack resignedly bore 
Herman, who had left his 
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When he found the buck only a few 
jumps away, however, and evidently in- 
tent upon hopping over both horse and 
rider, he did not find it so funny and 
began to swing his arms and yell. In 
his excitement he forgot that he wore 
spurs, and Jack soon reminded him of 
the fact ‘in true wild west fashion. The 
excitement finally caused the buck to 
swing off to the right, and after running 
about a hundred yards, —< stopped and 
waited for the doe. They could barely 
see his tail switching between two trees. 
Joe’s next shot nicked his ear and shot 
off an antler, and, apparently thinking 
that some enemy ahead of him was 
swatting him on the head, he faced about, 
giving Joe a glimpse of his neck, and 
the second shot dropped him in_ his 
tracks, with a bullet in the base of his 
neck. 

After they had cleaned him out, Joe 
decided to lash both deer on Jack, so 
they first lashed on the spike, and, after 
much straining and shoving, the second 
buck was finally loaded into place and 
they were preparing to start for camp 
when Jack registered his objections by 
bucking, squealing, kicking and tearing up 
things generally. The fact that both Joe 
and Herman were holding onto the bridle 
and dodging his flying hoofs made no 
impression, and the performance lasted 
until both deer were dragging on the 
ground, when Jack stopped bycking and 
sleepily permitted them to untie the deer 
and adjust the saddle. The broncho then 
looked over both deer, and, picking out 
the smaller one, took his stand alongside 
the spike, saying quite plainly, “This deer 
for me!” Nor would he budge from his 
tracks, nor let them load on the larger 
deer, until, surrendering to a stronger 
will, they loaded on the spikehorn, when 
he condescended to follow them back to 
camp. This stunt, we afterward learned, 
was part of his usual program. 

The next day it rained, a cold, pene- 
trating drizzle. Harry and I crossed the 
river and hunted the green woods toward 
Traveler Mountain. So far I had had 
hard luck. I had jumped a number of 


Sights and Lights 


deer, but had had only two shots at 
rapidly disappearing white flags, failing 
to score in either instance. We hunted 
carefully all day, but failed to raise any 
game until we were on our way home 
through a little gully between two beech 
ridges. Here, high up on the left I saw 
something move, and, stepping to one side 
for a clear view, I saw a big buck feed- 
ing. Harry turned at the click of my 
hammer, but could not see the deer on 
account of the trees. I took careful aim 
and fired, and straightway the deer began 
to. buck-jump and jumped himself be- 
hind a tree. As I stepped forward to 
get a better shot, he whirled and streaked 
it over the top of the hill, but I managed 
to place one more shot before he disap- 
peared. Harry and I spent fuily ten 
minutes searching before we could find 
the blood marks on the wet leaves. We 
followed as best we could, guessing the 
direction at times, and at last our search 
was rewarded. had drawn blood at 
last! 

Two days before we were to leave we 
awoke to, find six inches of snow on the 
ground, making it ideal for tracking. 
Herman and Harry went off together, and 
Joe and I hunted in the triangle of woods 
lying north of the trail to camp. As Joe 
had his two deer, it was up to me to do 
the shooting should we get the chance, so 
I took the lead and soon we found a 
fresh track, and a big one. We followed 
it for about half a mile, when it entered 
a deer yard, and it was fully fifteen min- 
utes before I could work out the trail 
we were following from the maze of 
tracks. I felt no little proud of my 
tracking ability, but of course Joe, in true 
older brother fashion, could not see it 
that way, and remarked that it was lucky 
that the trail was easily read. We fol- 
lowed the track for perhaps a _ mile 
further, and it was so fresh that I 
was sure we were almost on top of our 
game, when a crashing ahead and a rifle 
report broke the snow-deadened stillness 
of the woods. I had driven the deer upon 
a party of the hunters from camp, who 
were traveling along the trail, and they 
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had dropped him in his tracks! “Tough 
luck, old top!” 

That afternoon Harry and I followed 
a deer for several hours, jumping him 
every half mile or so, until we finally 
lost him in the growing dusk. 

Herman had one tag of his license still 
to fill, and the last day of our stay he 
and Harry followed the trail of a bear 
and two cubs through the notch of Spring 
Brook Mountain, and, while descending 
the western slope, a buck and doe started 
slowly down hill ahead of them. Herman 
fired but missed, and then the deer 
stopped, far down in the burnt lands. 


YING prone in military fashion, Her- 

man began shooting, taking what 
Harry called “pot shots” at the buck. 
Harry called the misses, whether too high, 
too low, ahead or behind, but with his 
last shot Herman dropped him with a 
bullet through the heart. The paced-off 
distance was 500 yards, pretty good for 
the old .30-30! 

Our party all wore different varieties 
of footwear and clothing, and each was 
entirely satisfied with his own choice. 
We all wore two or more pairs of heavy 
woolen socks and flannel shirt. Her- 
man wore low moccasins, pontiac knee 
breeches, and green Filson cruising shirt. 
Joe wore rubber-soled, leather-topped, 
still hunting boots, long, tightly woven 
cloth, military trousers, and medium 
weight pontiac frock with home-made 
patch pockets in front, and a game pocket 
in the rear. My outfit consisted of long, 
homespun woolen trousers, low-heeled, 
thin-soled cruisers, and a waterproof 
mackinaw coat. Herman’s gloves were lined 
leather mittens, Joe wore a woolen mitten 
on his left hand and a light woolen finger 
glove on his right, and I wore a pair of 
oiled leather mittens with trigger finger 
separate. 

We always carried an old army pack 
in which were placed the sandwiches, belt 
axe, camera, candle lantern, sweaters, 
etc., and which we took turns carrying, 
Herman and Harry carried a similar pack 
between them. 


SIGHTS and LIGHTS 


VIDENTLY a front sight on a 
rifle is quite an important little 
thing. “I placed the little gold 
bead on the front of my .405 
where I thought it would do the most good, 
and pulled trigger. She rolled over dead. 

“I had just enough time to steady the 
gold bead on her chest and to pull trigger. 
At the shot, to my great relief, she turned 
bottom up. 

“Luckily, I always use a gold bead 
sight, and even in the dimness of the 
tree-shaded thicket, it showed up well. 
The beast was'only forty yards away, so 
I fired at his head. He rolled over with- 
out a sound.”—Stewart Edward White, 
telling of several of his mix-ups with 
lions. 

Apparently Mr. White found this gold 
bead suited to the needs of his shooting, 
as it returned to the Dark Country with 
him on the second trip. Also some 225 
head of big game gives a fair line on 
what is right and what is not in the line 
of guns and their equipment. 

Now we ask only a few things of a 
front sight. It must contrast against the 
ackground against which it is to be used. 


By Edward C. Crossman 


It must be of a shape that will reflect 
light—be visible—in the darkness of the 
woods, in the early hours of the morning, 
and the fading light of the last hour of 
the day. Color alone is not sufficient; a 
polished surface of reflecting shape is 
essential. A bead may fairly howl in its 
crimson shade, and yet appear black while 
the light is yet good enough for shooting. 
It must be small, to avoid covering up 
too much of the objective, and it must be 
strong enough to withstand the ordinary 
hard knocks of the rifle. 

For target shooting, any old sight, of 
any color, so long as it is black, of any 
old shape, answers perfectly. Targets are 
usually made of a black bull’s-eye and a 
white background. They are not usually 
pursued when the light is nearly gone, 
nor do they inhabit the woods as an ordi- 
nary thing. Therefore, the marksman 
browses happily from front sight a quar- 
ter of an inch wide to the pinhead whose 
presence is more suspected than known; 
from the plain, ordinary flattop, or knife- 
blade, to the wild and weird design of 
three sharp pins set so that they are like 
the spokes of a wheel to the bull’s-eye. 





AME shobdting is not so simply solved. 

A black front sight is unthinkable, 
save for hunting polar bears in good light. 
Color does not solve the problem, be- 
cause color is not color unless it reflects 
plenty of light to the eye. A sight with 
the seven primary colors across its bosom 
would be merely a black sight if pointed 
toward the source of your illumination, 
or seen in the poor light of heavy timber. 

The Jacob’s-coat sight is not satisfac- 
tory for two or three reasons. I refer 
now to the three- or four-bead combina- 
tion affairs that afford one his choice of 
the color most in style. 

I am a believer in being used to one 
sight, so that when the chance comes for 
the quick shot, the old, familiar platinum 
or ivory or gold flashes up into the field 
of the peep, and the mind is not in doubt 
for the smallest fraction of a second 
whether or not it is the front sight. I 
have used the three-bead affairs and noted 
that, psychologically speaking, not one of 
three seemed to make friends with me. 
I was not used ‘to any one of them— 
black, ivory, or gold. Constantly there is 
a temptation to play with them—to try to 
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match them up with the objective, like a 
woman at the ribbon-counter. Ribbons 
wait; some objectives of the four-legged 
sort will not. 

Also, not one of these three beads was 
a good sight. The ivory was not a good 
ivory; the gold was not a good gold, ap- 
pearing black at the slightest provocation. 

My choice, based on experience, not 
catalogues, narrows down to just two 
sights: the ivory, and the gold of the pe- 
culiar Sheard form, made by two sight- 
makers. The latter—to get it out of the 
way the quicker—is made of a copper 
alloy appearing like gold, and tarnishing 
quite slowly. Its virtue lies not so much 
in its yellow color as in its shape, and its 
polished shoulders, which reflect the light, 
if there is any to be had. Do not mis- 
understand me in the term “reflect!” I 
do not mean the dazzling glare that comes 
from the face of the brass sight wished 
on to many rifles before they escape from 
the factory, nor that which impinges on 
a blinking eye from a bit of mirror in the 
sun. The Sheard shape merely produces 
tiny points of yellow light from its shoul- 
ders, not ordinarily dazzling, nor decep- 
tive ds to the true shape and position of 
the bead. 

The ivory sight, originally worked out 
by the late William Lyman in the old days 
of the plains and the buffalo-hunters, has 
a score of variations in shape and size. 
It is limited to very strict lines when used 
for rough, big game hunting. It is brit- 
tle, and that fact makes impossible for it 
the proper reflecting shape. 

If it is cut into the Sheard shape—that 
is, with the bead running to almost a 
point toward the eye—and if it is highly 
polished along its sides, it will show up 
almost as well as the bead of “gold,” but 
lacking, of course, the extreme polish and 
reflecting power of a metal. 

But, in this form, it must necessarily be 
unprotected. You cannot run steel as a 
sheath along its sides to the point and 
still expect to obtain the benefit of the 
ivory whiteness and reflecting power. 

To a limited extent, the ivory can be 
made cone-shaped toward the eye, with 
reflecting shoulders; but, speaking gener- 
ally, the more the ivory departs from the 
hemispherical, round face, well protected 
with steel up to the very face,,the more 
it is likely to be broken off short from a 
chance blow. 


HAVE never broken a gold Sheard 
sight, although I have battered them up 
a bit, while I have broken lots of ivory 
sights. Copper and its alloys are tough 
and difficult to damage; ivory, as I said 
before, is fragile. 
We find ivory sights made by the prin- 
cipal maker of this sort of sight in the 
form of large “jack” beads, with the face 
very slightly curved, in the form of a bit 
of ivory inset on a matted surface curving 
from the eye, and in the form of smaller 
beads with the faces almost conical and 
approaching the Sheard shape. a 
After all, the ivory sight depends chief- 
ly upon its white color for its conspicu- 
ousness. A thing shows color only in a 
light reflecting from its face, such as the 
ordinary diffused light of the open coun- 
try. A strong top light, such as might 
Icak through trees, or a light proceeding 
from the direction in which the rifle is 
aimed, renders any ivory sight nearly use- 
less, where the gold is still visible. This 
has been proved too often to admit of dis- 
pute. , 
Now let’s consider the bad side of the 
gold bead. 
Its shoulders reflect light as well as its 
face. If the light comes strongly from 
one side, such as a low sun, morning or 
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evening, there is a reflection—not a glim- 
mer, except under rare conditions—from 
one side, and none from the other. 

The theory of such lighting is that the 
shooter mistakes the strongly lighted side 
for the center of the bead. He pulls this 
strongly lighted side in the center of the 
peep, and in reality errs in his sighting to 
the extent of just half the width of the 
bead away from the source of the light. 
So strongly has this been claimed that a 
maker of hunting ivory sights has adopted 
the slogan: “Does not shoot away from 
the light.” 

The same maker claims that his tests 
prove this, and that so marked is the pe- 
culiarity of any cone-shaped bead that he 
makes only his smallest ivory beads of 
this shape, the error with the small bead 
being, of course, just half that which 
would proceed from a bead twice as large. 
Inspection proves the truth of his state- 
ment as to his bead shape. 

Mathematically, were all of this true, 
the error would work out thus: 


AKING a sight distance, front to rear, 

of 28 inches, and a bead of 1/16 inch 
diameter, or .0625, then an error in the 
bead would be to the error on the target, 
as the distance between front and rear 
sight is to the distance to the target. At 
200 yards the proportion of intersight dis- 
tance would be 257, and therefore any 
error in our bead would be multiplied 257 
times at the target. If we pull the out- 
side of the bead, whence comes the reflec- 
tion, into the place of the center of the 
bead, and therefore err a half of the 
bead’s width, which is going to extremes, 
then we err half of .0625, or .03125, which 
is equal at 200 yards to 8 inches, at 300 
yards to 12 inches, and at 400 yards to 
16 inches. 

With a pistol taken along for hunting, 
and having, say, an intersight distance of 
8 inches, the error would be really seri- 
ous. Using the same size bead, the error 
should cause a displacement of the shot 
away from the light of 6.8 inches at 50 
yards. 

Therefore, having theorized most thor- 
oughly, we put the matter to a trial, se- 
lecting one of the brilliant California 
after-a-rain days, when the sun and the 
air seemed to have come direct from spot- 
less town. The rifles were my Anticorro 
Mauser with platinum white bead 1/16 
inch, with very slightly rounded face but 
not Sheard shape, peep sight; a sporting 
Springfield, with Sheard gold bead 1/16 
inch, peep sight; and a service Spring- 
field, plain black bar front, shaded by 
sight cover, open “battle sight,” all as 
issued to the troops. 

With the sun well down to my right, 
and a bit to my rear as I shot north, a 
position in rifle-shooting parlance known 
as 4 o'clock, and the time being at 9:30 
in the morning, I fired three shots from 
each rifle from muzzle rest at the 200- 
yard range. 

The first glimpse through the peep at 
the Sheard gold knocked the spots off 
theory. The yellow gleam came from the 
right side of the sight, toward, the sun, 
as per schedule—but it was no more than 
gazing at any other object which is lighted 
on one side, and less well lighted on the 
other. There was no dazzling illumina- 
tion that concealed the true shape of the 
sight, avd not the slightest difficulty in 
aligning the sight with its center touch- 
ing the bull. 

Purposely there was no effort made to 
get the sight accurately in its proper posi- 
tion ;‘aim was taken as it would have been 
at game, with the attention both on the 
sight and on the objective. The shape 
was as clear and well defined as ever. 


I could detect no disposition to pull the 
bead center over and put the brighter 
side in its place. j 

Note, however, that the two rifles with 

beads had peep sights, through which I 
could see as usual the whole country, and 
could see, of course, well around the peep. 
This has much to do with the question. 
_ The platinum bead glared on one side; 
it was not a well-shaped bead, and seemed 
to accumulate a celebration on one side 
of the face that the Sheard shape lacked. 
It was not so clearly defined as the 
Sheard, the white light being more daz- 
zling; also there was more of it. 

The army rifle sight was, of course, 
merely a dull black bar, seen through a 
well-smoked rear open sight, and silhou- 
etted against the white paper. In its 
sombre shading of camphor smut it had 
nothing to do with anything so frivolous 
as light. 

The sun, quite strong in the clear, cloud- 
less sky, shone on both the target and the 
sight. The only way in which the test 
could have been more complete would 
have been with the sun a few degrees 
nearer right angles to the line of fire, but 
it could not be arranged. 

The results: range 200 yards, muzzle 
and elbow rest, Springfield cartridge in 
all three. rifles. 


LATINUM bead on Mauser, average 

of 3 shots to the left of the center of 
the bull, 2 inches. Sheard bead on Spring- 
field, average to the left 2.33 inches. Battle 
sight, Springfield, average %4 inch left. 
Left is, of course, away from the light. 

The test was repeated in the afternoon 
at 3 o’clock, the sun being in the position 
of between 8 and 9 o’clock on a clock 
dial, with the 12 figure represented by the 
target. Range and rifles the same. 

Platinum bead on Mauser, average to 

the right—away from the light—2.41 
inches. Sheard bead on Springfield, 1 
shot 2.75 inches left—toward the light— 
2 shots 2.50 inches right—away from the 
light. Average deviation of group, 1.12 
inches right. 
: Battle sight, 3.58 inches left—toward 
light. In the case of the latter rifle, there 
was no question but that for some reason 
it shot toward the light in the afternoon, 
just the opposite to what it should have 
done. We did not attempt to theorize as 
to this. 

Therefore the total deviation from a 
morning light on the right of the plati- 
num sight, to a low afternoon light. on 
the left of the platinum sight, amounted 
to 4.41 inches at 200 yards, or an average 
deviation of 2.20 inches either way from 
the true zero of the rifle, because of the 
_ striking it strongly low down on one 
side. 

The Sheard gold-bead sight showed a 
total deviation of 3.45 inches from a low 
morning to a low afternoon sun, or a 
deviation from the zero of the rifle of 
1.72 inches either way—at 200 yards. 
That is, the total deviation of the Sheard 
gold bead at a distance of two city blocks 
amounted to the length of your index 
finger, knuckle to tip, from one low light 
to the other on the opposite side, while 
from its zero the rifle shot the enormous 
distance of the diameter of the average 
watch dial, away from its true zero. 

The reasons for the failure of theory 
and practice to agree I have already ex- 
plained. You see the whole sight through 
the peep, not merely the illumination on 
one side. As well might you fancy a 
man’s nose was over on one side of his 
mug, were it strongly lighted at one side 
alone. 

At no time during the tests and others 

(Continued on page 210) 
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XIII“ Ruffed Grouse 


RUFFED GROUSE 
(Bonasa umbrellus) 
Called Also: Partridge, Pheasant, Birch 
Partridge 

Length—16 to 18 inches. 

Male and Female—Upper parts chest- 
nut varied with grayish and yellowish 
brown, white and black; head slightly 
crested; yellow line over eye; sides of 
neck of male with large tufts of glossy 
greenish black feathers tipped with light 
brown, much restricted or wanting and 
dull in female; long tail, which may be 
spread fan-like, yellowish brown or gray 
or rusty, beautifully and finely barred 
with irregular bands half buff, half black; 
a broad subterminal band of black be- 
tween gray bands; throat and breast buff, 
the former unmarked ; underneath whitish, 
all barred with brown, strongly on sides, 
less distinctly on breast and below; legs 
feathered to heel; bill horn color. 

Range— Eastern United States and 
southern Canada west to Minnesota, south 
to northern Georgia, Mississippi and Ar- 
kansas. 

Season—Permanent but roving resi- 

dent. 
Parfial to hill country interspersed with 
cultivated meadows and dingles, or to 
mountains, rocky, inaccessible, thickly tim- 
bered and well watered with bush-grown 
streams, it is only rarely, and then chiefly 
in autumn, that coveys leave high alti- 
tudes to feed along the edges of milder 
valleys and enter the swamps. The dainties 
preferred include crickets, grasshoppers, 
the larve of caterpillars, beechnuts, 
chestnuts, acorns of the chestnut oak and 
the white oak, strawberries, blueberries, 
taspberries, elderberries, wintergreen and 
partridge berries with their foliage, cran- 
berries, the bright fruit of the black alder 
and dogwood, sumach berries (including 
the poisonous varieties, which do the 
grouse no injury), wild grapes, grain 
dropped in stubble of harvested fields, the 
foliage of many plants, and the leaf buds 
of numerous shrubs and trees—a varied 
menu indeed, responsible alike for the 
bird’s luscious, tender flesh and its rov- 
ing disposition. 


PRAIRIE CHICKEN 
(Tympanuchus americanus) 


Called Also: Pinnated Grouse, Prairie 
Hen 


Length—About 16 to 18 inches. 

Male and Female—Upper parts brown, 
barred with black, chestnut, ochre and 
whitish, the latter chiefly on wings; sides 
of the neck tufted with ten or more nar- 
row, stiff feathers, rounded at end, which 
may be erected like conventional Cupid’s 
wings above the head. Their color black, 
with buff centres, frequently chestnut on 
inner webs; bare, yellow, loose skin be- 
low these feathers may be inflated at will; 
the dusty, brown, white tipped tail round- 
ed, the inner feathers somewhat mottled 
with buff; chin and throat buff; breast 
and underneath whitish, evenly barred 
with black. Head slightly crested; legs 
Scantily feathered in front only. Female 
smaller, the neck tufts much restricted, 
no inflated sacs below them; the tail 
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XIV Prairie Chicken 


feathers with numerous dis- 
tinct buff bars. 

Range—“Prairies of the 
Mississippi Valley; south to 
Louisiana and Texas; east 
to Kentucky, Indiana, Ohio, 
Michigan and Ontario; 
west through eastern por- 
tions of North Dakota, 
South Dakota, Nebraska, 
Kansas and the Indian Ter- 
ritory; north to Manitoba; 
general tendency to exten- 
sion of range westward and 
contraction eastward; mi- 
gration north and south in 
Minnesota, Iowa and Mis- 
souri.”—A. O. U. 

Season—Permanent resi- 
dent; only locally a mi- 
grant at northern limit of 
range. 

Early in the morning in 
spring the booming of 
males ‘assembled on the 
“scratching ground”—some 
slight elevation of the prairie—summons 
the hens from that territory to witness 
their extraordinary performances until 
the whole region re-echoes with the soft 
though powerful sound, like deep tones 
from a church organ—harmonious, pene- 
trating, more impressive to the human 
listener than to the apparently indifferent 
females. Inflating the loose yellow sacs 
on the sides of their head, that stand out 
like two oranges; erecting and throwing 
forward their Cupid-like feathers at the 
back of the neck; ruffling the plumage un- 
til it stands out straight; drooping the 
wings and spreading the erect tails, the 
males present an imposing picture of 








Ruffed Grouse 


pompous display and  magnificance. 

Unlike the rest of their kin, the prairie 
chickens can fly long distances, though 
not with such concentrated power as to 


produce the thunder-like roar of the 
ruffed grouse, for example. Their flight 
may not be so swift, for it is accom- 


plished with less flapping and more easy, 
graceful sailing. They migrate regularly, 
or, at least, the females do, leaving the 
hardier males to brave the intense cold 
at the northern limit of their range. In 
November and December flocks descend 
from northern Iowa and Minnesota to set- 
tle for the winter in southern Iowa and 
northern Missouri, 
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tournaments and casting contests. 





ment at home, records of big fish caught and matters of equal interest. 
equipment, cartridges, guns, conservation, etc., should be addressed to this Department with stamped envelope enclosed 
answered by letter, and if of sufficient interest to the mass of our readers, 


The Sportsman’s World Department is the forum for discussion of all outdoor matters, and also for the records of trap shoots, rifle 
Here will be found the latest notes on Conservation of game and fish, hints for making outdoor equip- 
Any questions pertaining to hunting, fishing, tackle, baits, 


and will be 


we will run the questions and answers in these columns, 





HUNTING AND WOODCRAFT 


MY FIRST 
By C. O. Bancroft 


I" is quite a sensation to shoot at a deer 
about one hundred and fifty yards 
away, think you have missed the only 
good shot you have had all season, then 
find the snow spattered with blood when 
you cross his tracks! 

Such was my experience last fall. 

Left Cranbrook -at 4:10 a. m. and get- 
ting off the train at Ryan, 35 miles west 
on the C. P. R., and while waiting for 
daylight so I could see to work my way 
up the mountain without scaring all the 
deer out of the country I tried to keep 
warm by burning a few snow-covered 
sticks, probably a few of you know how 
I succeeded. 

As soon as it was light enough to see 
a few feet ahead I started up the moun- 
tain. 

There were plenty of tracks but they 
all seemed to be two or three days’ old, 
but getting about half-way up I ran across 
what appeared to be the tracks of three 
or four deer, which were all but smoking 
they were so hot. 

Now was my chance to display all my 
qualities as a tracker and still hunter, 
which I had been so diligently gleaning 
from every source at my command. 

Holding the .30-30 Winchester a friend 
had loaned me ready to fire at the first 
signs of hair or horns and bending down 
m a “Jeffrey's crouch” I started after the 
renison. 

I had traveled about 30 minutes, and 
coming to a bench peered over, hardly 
knowing what to expect, almost anything 
in fact, and was not disappointed, for 
standing about two hundred yards away 
was a deer in plain view. 


Never having shot the gun, the rear 


sight not up to the standard, and the dis- 
tance seeming greater every time I 
looked I was afraid to shoot. 

He was close to the top of 
bench, and had not seen me, so I waited 
until he went over out of sight, then 
started on the run for the next rise, hop- 
ing to get a shot at closer range. After 
going about fifteen yards I melted to my 
tracks (I think that is what I did, at 
any rate I was not frozen) for another 
deer walked out in the open, standing 
where I had seen the first one. 

This was too good a chance tq miss, 
so taking rest against a tree, and aiming 
6 inches over. him I pulled the trigger. 

I have heard that a deer when hit will 
drop his tail, but being behind the tree 
could not see which way the flag waved, 
all I could notice was a streak of brown 
vanishing over the hill, and with a “bet- 
ter-luck-next-time feeling” started on. 

“Coming up to where he had been stand- 
ing I noticed the snow spattered with 
blood. I think I was more surprised at 
hitting him than he was at being hit. Fol- 
lowing the tracks for 35 yards I found 
him stretched out behind a tree, dead. 

It was a young buck weighing about 
125 pounds. The bullet had passed 
through his back about 1 inch below the 
back bone, and a foot behind the shoul- 
ders, breaking two ribs on each side, leav- 
ing a hole the size of a half dollar at 
entrance and exit, not such a meat de- 
stroyer as I would imagine after reading 
all the dope on the mushrooming quali- 
ties of the .30-30 softness, especially when 
hitting bone. 

Getting him back down the mountain 
was easy compared with the mile on level 
to the railroad, in fact he beat me down 
in several places, and my progress was 


another 


anything but slow, 
three places! 

I expect to try again this year, possibly 
at the same place, as it seems to hold 
some kind of fascination there where I 
first scored, but it will be with a 6-5 mm. 
Mannlicher of my own, and I know just 
how it will shoot, having tried it out sev- 
eral times on the local range. 


especially in two or 


TO PRESERVE FUR SKINS 
Frecp & StrREAM Pus. Co.: 

Kindly advise me how to permanently 
preserve the skins of animals so that the 
hair will remain in place. I do not wish 
to mount the animals, but merely pre- 
serve the skins. Please advise me what 
preservative to use, if any is necessary. 


E. C. Forster. 


Ans.—Use the following solution to 
preserve the skins and keep the hair from 
slipping: One gallon water, one quart 
salt, one ounce sulphuric acid.—Ep. 





LATEST STORY OF HURTY AND 
MARCELL 
Fretp & StreAM Pus. Co.: 

I have been a regular reader of Frew 
AND STREAM for the past five years, and 
in my judgment the magazine is getting 
so much better with every issue, and more 
especially so since recent changes have 
been made, that I am going to enroll at 
once as a regular subscriber. 

I was very much interested in the story 
“10,000 Miles by Canoe,” a trip under- 
taken by Messrs. Hurty and Marcell, who 
met such an\untimely death upon a rock 
reef off Albany Island, Lake Huron. AS 
this deplorable affair happened right in 
close proximity to my old _ stamping- 
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“‘Baby Grand” 
“Baby_Grand” Brunswick 
brings33 Caromand Pocket if 
Billiard Games. 
Good All Year "Round 
oo ear oun 
Parents, boys and girls and guests are all fascinated by the royal games of 
Carom and Pocket Billiards when played on Brunswick tables in cozy home 
surroundings. 
After school hours and winter evenings always find the Brunswick the center of merri- 
ment and wholesome exercise. 
é Some styles can be set up quickly anywhere and taken down easily after play. “Grand,” 


39 66 


“Baby Grand, 


Convertibles” and “Quick Demountables” in sizes to fit all homes regard- 
less of room. 


Made of beautiful oak and mahogany, richly inlaid, masterful cabinet work that lasts a life- 
time—speed, accuracy and ever-level smoothness. 


SUPERB BRUNSWICK 


Home Billiard Tables 


Write or send the coupon printed below and 
$30 and Up— Pay 10c a Day have this catalog by return mail free! Then 


decide in time for Christmas delivery. 





A small first payment puts any Brunswick that you 
select in your home for Christmas. After that, pay 


the balance monthly. Why wait when you can play Send This Coupon 
while you pay ?>—terms as low as 10 cents a day. Billiard Book FREE 


am Balls, Cues, Etc., Free 


With every Brunswick Table we give you a complete 


Brunswick high-class Playing Outfit—Rack, Markers, The Brunswick-Balke-Collender Co. 

Balls, Cues, Tips, expert book of 33 games, etc. Dept. 41-T, 623-633 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago 

_ Get our 30-day home trial offer and see these tables Send FREE, postpaid, your illustrated color-book 

——  prmaoaane colored catalog—“Billiards—the Home ‘¢‘Billiards—The Home Magnet” 
This book gives full information—shows how home and tell about your home trial offer 

billiards keeps boys off the street, supplies the whole 

household with year-round health and entertainment. SSeS cies cites viwesess sous odseacebcosyaucsecd OheennnnnnE 
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Years of Wear 


AND made—to or- 
der—in a custom 
shop, by old-time boot- 
makers who don’t know 
how to skimp or slight. 
Every pair is an indivi- 























i's dual triumph. 
qi You can get no such boots 
: } anywhere else—none with their 
toughness, long life, comfort, 
| and self-evident quality. 


Heavy enough for full protec- 
tion, yet soft, yielding and 
forever comfortable. 


CUTTER 
os Age dear 


Finest choco- 
late chrome 
A leather, as 


Unlimited guarantee of unlimited satisfaction. 
WRITE FOR complete free descriptive matter, 

handsomely illustrated, and get your Sporting 

dealer interested in supplying you. 

Cutter Boots shorten the miles 

and smocth the trail. 










LL the high stan- *p 

dards of Cutter ac’ 
quality worked into a moccasin boot. 
Extreme comfort, extreme wear, extreme 
satisfaction. Made only from centers of 
extra select hides, cut to measure and 
hand-sewed by workmen who would drop 
their“‘ wax ends” and “‘walk out’’ if asked 
to work on a machine sewed boot. 


These moccasin “‘pacs’? shed water, 
wear like iron, and never can hurt your 
feet. Light, yet wear-resisting, and wa- 
ter-proof as long as 
properly cared for. 


Learn about them 
today. Write for our 
handsome description of 
Cutter Sporting Boots 
and get your Sporting 
Goods dealer interested 
in supplying you. 


A.A. Cutter Co., 


Box 10 
EAU CLAIRE, WIS, 

















The Storm Kin 
LANTER 


Wind and Rain Proof, 200 
Cc. P., % cent per hour. 
Burns gasoline or kerosene 15 
hours per quart. Weighs 3% 
Ibs. Height, 14 inches. 
highest powered, safest, most 
economical lantern ever made 


for sportsmen, campers, farm 
ers, contractors, boats, rail- 
roads, fairs, shows, ete. 


or Sporting Goods Dealer for 
Demonstration, or write direct 
for Special Lantern Proposi- 
tion. 


National Stamping & 
Electric Works 


472 South Clinton Street 
Chicago, Ill. 
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ground, and where I have made an an- 
nual pilgrimage for the past twenty years, 
the sad event was to me more than given 
passing notice. Mr. David Visnaw, a 
very interesting gentleman engaged in the 
fishing business in that locality and who 
discovered the remains of the two un- 
fortunate boys, gave me a very graphic 
account of the accident while I was at 
his camp the latter part of August. 

On the morning of the tragedy, while 
making some repairs to his pond nets, his 
attention was casually directed toward 
St. Martin’s Light Ship when he made 
out the outline of a very small craft 
about one mile off shore, which was la- 
boring heavily against a strong nor’easter 
the waves of which were breaking five 
or six feet over her bow. Knowing the 
nature of the coast which they were ap- 
proaching (it being a rough and rocky 
one), and fearful that they would be 
unable to effect a landing, he hurriedly 
made ready to rescue them, and upon 
reaching the mouth of the bay in his 
dory, no visible signs of them were ap- 
parent, nothing but the angry waves with 
their pent-up "lots still lashing the reef 
where but a few moments before he had 
observed them working desperately to 
keep the craft aright. 

But, alas—he was too late. The toll of 
the sea had already claimed them, and 
nothing now remains but a fond memory 
of those who at the beginning of their 
journey started forth full of hope and 
expectation only to realize later on that 
their cherished ideals were to be ruth- 
lessly shattered by the sacrifice of their 
own lives. 

Out of curiosity I went over and ex- 
amined the’ reef upon which they were 
supposed to have met disaster and found 
it to be a very large, flat rock, about 
15x20, the top and sides of which were 
very rough and ragged and lying about 
ten inches submerged, a veritable death 
trap. About four weeks elapsed from 
the time of the accident until the bodies 
were recovered. 

Have traveled every foot of the terri- 
tory lying between Hessel, Mich. and 
Pt. Detoura a number of times in quest 
of the gamy bass and wary mallard; and 
it would be well for those contemplating 
cruising trips in this vicinity to maintain 
a strict vigilance at all times, as innu- 
merable rock reefs are constantly en- 
countered between Prentiss Bay Pt. and 
Saddle Bag Islands, a distance of about 
eight miles north, and which are a menace 
to the small craft. 

Thinking, perhaps, that some of the 
above might be of value to those inter- 
ested in the story, and now with best 
wishes for the continued success of FreLp 
AND STREAM. J. F. SuTHERLAND. 


WATERPROOFING A CANVAS 
COAT 


Frecp & StrEAM Pus. Co.: 

1. Seeing your recipe for waterproofing 
a shelter tent by the paraffin and turpen- 
tine method, I wondered if that, recipe 
would do for waterproofing a 10-ounce 
canvas hunting coat, or whether there is 
a better dressing made and where I could 
get it. 

2. Is there anything about vaseline (pe- 
troleum jelly) to injure the inside of a 
shotgun barrel; if so, what oil would you 
advise using? IRwIn AUSTIN. 

Ans.—l. The gunning coat could be 
waterproofed with this process. 

2. No, vaseline would not injure the 
but you had better use a good 
gun grease, as vaseline will not kill the 
rust under it.—Eb. 


A GO-LIGHT BEACH HIKE 
By Warren H. Miller 


VER the Fourth the combination 
of dates showed four holidays in 


a row, and, as such an opportu- 
nity was not to be lightly wasted, 
my boy and I planned a raid on North 
Point, Barnegat, from Seaside Park. It 
is ten miles any way you try to reach 


it. The best way of all is with a light 
sail-dory, with cockpit tent in which you 
can camp at night, and an alcohol galley 
so as to cook your meals on board out 
of the blowing wind and drifting sand. 
This decked sail- dory, 17x5 feet 6 inches 
beam, had been ordered for June Ist at 
the motorboat show, but it did not ma- 
terialize (in fact, it was the middle of 
August before the way bill actually came 
to hand). 








— 











The Tent Made Up as a Pack 


Disappointed in this, another way to 
reach North Point, which we have tried 
before, is by small batteau, taking along 
a beach camping outfit. This is mere 
labor in mild weather, but it is sure a 
misery when heavy head winds force you 
to go overboard and push the boat bodily 
against the wind every step of the way. 
A third way is to hike along the beach. 
You have actually a little over eight miles 
to go, since your nearest water is the 
Forked River Life Saving Station, near 
which, of course, you should camp, walk- 
ing the remaining two miles with surf 
rod alone to get your fishing. If your 
pack is light, say, not over 27 pounds, 
and you choose a low or mid tide so that 
you can walk on the hard, firm sand of 


1S 


the surf wash, this method is one of 
the nicest and most independent of all, 
for head winds cause you no concern 


and you can stop and fish every likely 
hole all the way, making a sort of prog- 
ress, as it were, towards the Point, ar- 
riving not at all if the fishing above 
proves good enough. 

Now, in mid-summer you have con- 
siderable latitude as to the make-up of 
your pack. There is no irreducible mini- 
mum of bedding that must be carried to 
keep you warm; for fall, spring and win- 
ter camping the packsack sleeping-bag, 
with its combined warmth and efficiency 
as a pack, pins you down to it as a 
first consideration. In the summer a 
single blanket suffices, and you can cut a 
few spreads on the choice of tent and 
such comforts all inside that 27 pounds 
of weight. Grub weight in any season 
seems to be irreducible, unless you take 
preserved, concentrated and dehydrated 
explorers’: foods. My boy and I have 
found that 14 pounds of grub for the 
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Waterman's 


Ideal 
Fountain Pen 


Self-Filling, Safety, Pocket and 
Regular types; large and small 
sizes, from plain finish to beau- 
tiful designs in silver and gold. 
In dainty Christmas boxes. 


Exchanged after Christmas to 
suit owner. 


Best Dealers Everywhere. 


$2.50, $4.00, $5.00 
up to $150.00 





The secret of selecting the one gift that will be 
beele ame} (eh 40 Me-teleMe-le)eaet- tein (Melee teleletsey- oo 
ting the wishes and needs of one’s friends. 


Of all good presents, Waterman’s Ideal Fountain 
Pen crystalizes the Spirit of Christmas in a gift 
that is practical, refined, and at all times prized 
for its everyday convenience. 


Among your family or friends-—at the office, at 
school, at the club—~anyone in any walk of life 
will appreciate a Waterman's Ideal not only for 
what it is, but what it does. 


Insist on the genuine Waterman's Ideal-—a 
name the recipient will recognize as the mark 
of quality, service and good taste. 


Write for IMestrated Gift Folder 
and Introduction Card to a Dealer 


L. E. Waterman Company, Broadway, NewYork 
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You Can’t Afford to Miss 
a SingleNumber! You, Old 
Sport, Need Field and Stream! 


Jim and Bill can make a fire in a 
pouring rain. Yo can’t—so you go 
shivering and supperless to bed! 

You see Sam and Harry come in 
with big strings of bass from the 
very lake you have fished all day 
without a strike! You wonder why! 

The reason is—those fellows are 
the “know how” kind. Years of ex- 
perience have taught them the ways 
of the woods—how to be comfort- 
able in all kinds of weather—the 
habits of big and feathered game 
the times the bass will bite. 

Twenty years in the outdoor world 





will give you that knowledge. But 
why not have it now? Why not 
learn the little tricks and dodges 
that other fellows have discovered 
and use them to make your very 
next trip a ‘ge 


You can do it by reading FIELD 
AND STREAM’S practical articles 
on every subject of importance to 
the sportsman. 

Our editors pal around with those 


old grey-beards, those “know how” 
fellows—the kind who have spent 
years and years learning the ways 
of the woeds,’ fields and streams. 
We pay them well to write for 
FIELD AND STREAM readers. 
There is not a single number in 


which two or three or more of these 
fellows do not tell you just the “how 
to do it” sort of practical informa- 
tion you want. <A chance to acquire 
experience with the “hard knocks” 
left out! 























We want to get acquainted with 
you!! 

We want you to read FIELD AND 
STREAM regularly during the coming 
year, for we know that once you “get 
the habit,” we couldn’t pay you to do 
without it. 4 

So here’s a special introductory offer 
you can’t afford to overlook. The illus- 
tration shows the “Justrite’ acetylene 

camp lamp. You will find it invaluable 

in lighting the camp, or fishing, canoe- 

ng, finding your way in the woods 

at night, autoing, and hundreds of 

Field ‘other ways. A remand of this kind 

and is itely essential in any 
eon rtsman’s kit. 

atin 

Grats ido. On account of the large num- 
and 8th Ave. bers we are purchasing we 


New York City. are able to offer you this 


lamp, handsomely nickel 
plated—with a‘ year’s 


2.00 


Enclosed find ¢ 


for which send a — 
Justrite Camp Lamp subscription to Field 
and Fieid and Stream 
for one year to and Stream for 

e 
Address 
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Erecting the Pack-Sack Tent 
two of us for four days is just right 
and not to be reduced with ordinary 


grocery-store stock, and that weight con- 
templates some of the fresh meat to be 
caught or shot, if we are to have plenty 
of meat. A three-quart, kidney-shaped 
tin beer- growler, in a canvas pail that 
just fits over it and has a leather carry- 
ing-strap, is our container for two pounds 
of fresh steak, a pound of bacon and two 
small tin cans containing matches and 
coffee which just fit in one lobe of the 
kidney. This growler and its canvas pail 
are both promptly filled with water at 
the life-saving station pump when we 
pitch camp. The rest of our grub list 
is soon enumerated: one pound rice, eight 
four white onions, one- 
small can evapo- 
rated cream, one pound sugar, one-half 
pound butter, one-half pound lard, small 
sack salt, box bouillon cubes, a tin Col- 
gate shaving-soap case filled with baking 
powder, 14 fresh eggs broken into a 3x5- 
inch friction-top can, small tin of tea, 
one-pound bag of mixed prunes an¢ apri- 
cots, a handful of macaroni sticks—these 
about fill the bill, which, by the way, 
comes to about $2, not bad for two peo- 
ple, four days, good times—can you beat 
it with any hotel from Bar Harbor to 
Palm Beach? 

The rest of our cook-kit 
the boy’s Stopple, my aluminum pan 
baker, a nine-inch Miller fry-pan, two 
nine-inch aluminum eating-plates, knives, 
forks and spoons in the Stopple, and two 
8x2-inch tin mixing-pans. This culinary 
outfit, of some three pounds’ weight, suf- 
fices for us and leaves us some little 
choice for a tent. This time I decided 
to experiment with a new one, called the 
Appalachian by its makers. It is.a pack- 
sack tent, its bottom cloth being 4x7 feet, 
of heavy brown paraffined duck canvas, 
and the rest of the tent is a sort of 
pyramidal forester of the lightest paraf- 
fined green fabric, provided with a bob- 
binet mosquito front and a little window 
in the back wall for ventilation, also 
barred with bobbinet. This tent weighs 
eight pounds and is carried by stout can- 
vas straps secured to the ground cloth. 
Folding the green part of the tent inside 
and doubling over the sides of the brown 
part, you come to a line of grommets 
by which the brown tent bottom can be 
doubled over and laced up to make a 
pack, similar to the packsack sleeping-bag 
devised by the writer, with which most 
of my readers are tolerably familiar. 

This tent looked like quite a good beach 
for two. It was mosquito- 
proof and windproof, and not likely to 
be blown down or blown to ribbons by 
the heavy gales which howl across the 
dunes at night. Its ground cloth, with 
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high front sill, appealed to us as com- 
pared to the forester tent, without any 
ground cloth, ‘and the perfect shelter 
tent, with neither ground cloth nor sides, 
for the latter is cold and draughty if 
the wind shifts during the night and 
comes in on the unprotected side of the 
tent. We did not mind the eight pounds’ 
weight, for it could be compensated for 
by taking a single mackinaw blanket 
apiece, making the load for a_ blanket 
and tent 13 pounds against seven for 
the packsack sleeping-bag plus four for 
the perfect shelter tent. 

So, with the grub divided so that the 
Kid had a 17-pound pack and I a 27-pound 
one, we breezed along the beach at sun 
up from the Seaside Park boardwalk. 
Just to be free again was joy enough. 
Nothing to do but camp and fish for 
four days; no cares and no worries, no 
house to run, no job to chase—that was 
enough for me for the present! The 
wind blew keen and salt off the ocean, 
and the kindly sun was just high enough 


to warm us. We aimed to hike down 
to our old fishing-hole at the Island 
Beach station and fish there during the 


last half of the 
heat of the day. We hit up 
along the hard-packed wash, now and 
then running up to dodge the waters, and 
in three-quarters of an hour had made 
the Hole. The last time we fished it, 
it was alive with flounders, and so now 
our mouths watered to eat, for once, 
all the fish we could stuff! But, alas! 
the sea had washed the Hole flat, and 
not a vestige of it was left. (Two 
months later the sea had restored this 
Hole again and we caught croakers out 
of it all day long—all we could carry.) 
(To be continued) 


MOULDY HUNTING BOOTS 
Fietp & StrEAM Pup. Co.: 

Kindly advise me how to take an objec- 
tionable, musty smell out of a pair of 
leather hunting boots. The smell is some- 
what like an old, sour brush. The boots 
were stored in a damp basement for a 
few months, and when taken out were in 
this condition. I have tried hanging them 
in the sunlight and air, but so far have 
not been able to get rid of the smell. 

Frank H. Womack. 

Ans.—Rub over with kerosene oil and 
follow with neatsfoot oil well rubbed in. 
—Ep. 


THE SUGAR OF LEAD PROCESS 
Fretp & Stream Pus. Co.: 

In the’ October issue of Fretp AND 
Stream Mr. N. F. Custin asks for the 
recipe for waterproofing with sugar of 
lead. Horace Kephart’s method is the 
following: Take one-half pound alum 
and dissolve it in four gallons boiling rain- 
water, one-half pound sugar of lead and 
dissolve in four gallons boiling rain- 
water in .a separate vessel. Let them 
stand until clear, pour off alum liquid in 


during the 
a good clip 


flood, also 


a clean vessel and add sugar of lead 
liquid. Let this stand three or four 
hours, then pour off all that is clear in 


another clean vessel and pile in your tent 
(in the clear liquid) and work it with 
your hands until every spot is thoroughly 
saturated. Wring the tent out, stretch 
it and hang it up in the sun to dry. 

I made a 7x7 tent of unbleached muslin, 
using the wide cloth, which left the seam 
where I joined the goods on the ridge. 
I used the tent for about three years, 
which is about the life of the cloth, but 
for heavy storms it was not satisfactory 
without a fly. With a fly it gave good 
satisfaction. When it rained hard the 
drops seemed to drive a spray through the 
cloth. Henry Larson. 
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Che tobacco with a flavor so 
delicate —yet full—that it might 
be called “rich-mildness "72x 
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In the cream- 
colored, nut- 
brown tin 
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alone, you might tire of it. “Mild- 
alone” tobaccos do not wear 
well. And “over-rich” tobaccos are 
almost as discouraging, for they sur- 
feit the palate in time as you've 


probably found. 


[: Harmony Pipe Blend were mild 


The charm of Harmony Pipe Blend 
is in the happy balance of its several 
Imported and Domestic tobaccos—so 
intimately blended that you cannot 
tell where mildness leaves off and 
richness begins. 


You will only know, and care, that 
you are getting, for the first time in 
the history: of tobacco blending, a 
flavor so agreeable and so unusual 
that it might well be called “rich- 
mildness.” 


Surely, it would please you, 
wouldn't it, to find a tobacco like 
Harmony Pipe Blend that never 
grew tiresome. 


Liggee Myers Tobacco Ce. 


To be had at clubs, hotels and most tobacconists 
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OR WE WILL SEND IT TO YOU. If your dealer connat supply you, enclose 15 cents in stamps, and we 
will send you this full-sized one-eighth pound tin, postage prepaid. 
Liggett & Myers Tobacco Co., 212 Fifth Avenue, New York. 
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Let Us Tan eng Hide 


Or mount any game head 
you may have. 

Or sell you an elegant 
mounted head, any kind, 
none better. 


Get our Illustrated Catalogue, men- 
tioning What you are interested in. 


THE CROSBY FRISIAN FUR CO. 


ROCHESTER - NEW YORK 
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Hard Wood 


Mission Finish 


GUN CABINET 


Height, 70 inches. Depth, 12 inches 
Width, 28 inches. 


If interested, write for our special Gun 
Cabinet Catalog. 


Send us your address for 
our illustrated Gun Catalog. 


THE H. H. KIFFE COMPANY 
521 Broadway, New York 



























THE MILLER PACK- 
SACK SLEEPING BAG 
Made b. 

The Forest > Co. 
ASBURY PARK, NEW JERSEY 
The pletnres tell the whole | 
story—a Vacksack that Unhooks 
to make * Sleeping Bee. Weight 





“ water proe 








Field and Stream—December, 1916 














RABBIT FARMING 
By Leo Pankratz 


HE purpose of this article is to 

solve the meat question for the 
fur-bearers on a fur farm. 

Whether you may raise skunks, 

foxes, raccoons, opossums, minks, etc., 

you will always be, wanting fresh meat 

“just killed.” The animals, especially 

mink and foxes, should have a_ freshly 
killed rabbit for supper occasionally. 

Rabbits are easily raised, but to those 
who have had no experience raising 
them this short article may be of some 
help. Once you get started raising them 
with success you will never fail. 

From expericnce I have found that the 
small cotton-tail rabbits are the easiest 
raised, need the least attention, will 
thrive. the best in small pens and are not 
so liable to become diseased as the other 
breeds. The best way to procure breed- 
ing stock is to buy a few pairs from 
someone who makes a business of rais- 
ing them, as. we believe those who mere- 
ly “keep” them for sale have nothing 
else but wild stock not suitable for breed- 
ing purposes. To raise wild cotton-tail 
rabbits with the least care they should 
be tame, domesticated stock which have 
no fear and are contented in wire-netting 
pens. Take a pair of cotton-tail rabbits 
caught in the “wilds” in a boxtrap, try 
to raise them and you will find when the 
female gives birth to a litter of young 
that she generally digs a hole so deep 
in the ground that the young die from 
the cold and dampness. On the other 
hand, take a tame cotton-tail rabbit when 
she gives birth to a litter of young, she 
goes very shallow in the ground and lines 
same with dry grass, leaves, etc., and last- 
ly lines it all with the fur she pulls 
out from under her breast, making the 
nest warm and cozy for the small bun- 
nies, or she has her young in a warm 
box placed in reach for the purpose. The 
wild cotton-tail rabbit fears someone will 
get the young and therefore kills the off- 
spring by going too deep in the ground. 

Having procured your stock of breed- 
ers, you next inclose them in a tight wire 
fence, two-inch mesh preferable for fully 
matured stock, one-inch mesh for young 
ones. The fence must be at least five 
feet high to keep out all stray dogs*and 
cats, the last named are the worst cmenies 
to rabbits. A three-foot inclosure would 
confine the animals, but as already men- 
tioned, a five-foot one is necessary. After 
the rabbits become so tame as to eat out 
of your hand when given an apple, carrot 
or such, you can make preparations to 
pile up old logs, brush and in fact make 
a regular “Squire Rabbit’s berry patch.” 
You could plant berry bushes here and 
there for food as well as shelter for the 


When 


rabbits. The purpose of this is: 


the rabbits are left to run at large they: 


protected by the log piles, 
brush: piles, etc., against cats (stray ones, 
especially), also dogs. Unless this is pro- 
vided for them they will get caught by 
dogs sooner or later. In this way they 
raise themselves and practically need no 
attention whatever. 


(To be 


are amply 


continued) 


WILD DUCK FOODS. PART III. 
By W. S. McAtee 
MARSH PLANTS IN CAROLINAS 


In the coast marshes of the Carolinas, 
as examplified by those of South Caro- 
lina, conditions are not so favorable for 
submerged plants, and a greater propor- 
tion of the food of ducks is derived from 
marsh plants. The most important of 
these are: Wild rice (a black duck col- 
lected near Santee, S. C., had eaten 1,200 
kernels of wild rice, and a mallard 2,400 
kernels), bulrushes, nut grass, corn 
grass, switch grass and the wampees 
(Pontederia and Peltandra). 

In the nae Delta, the dominant 
varieties are Bulrushes and the delta- 
duck potato. The latter formed 70 per 
eent of the food of the canvasback ducks 
collected at that locality. One bird had 
eaten 25 of the large tubers of this plant. 
In the coast marshes of Louisiana, the 


important plants are wild millet, there 
called wild rice, and bulrushes, other 
sedges, and grasses. 


In the interior of Louisiana are some 
interesting cypress-fringed lakes. In no 
other localities have I observed such a 
luxuriance of both animal and vegetable 
life. The vegetation is so rank that 
masses of plants are pushed off from 
shore and form floating islands, some of 
which support tree growth. Animal life 
also is extremely abundant, the waters 
being actually soupy with the numbers 
of small crustacea. The abundant plants 
are: Water smartweed, wild rice, frogbit, 

sacle (Scirpus cubensis), a grass (Pani- 
cum condensum), and water primrose. 

In the cypress swamps about the lakes 
are the following, furnishing valuable 
duck foods: The cypress itself, button 
bush, water elm and duck-weeds. 


MALLARD EATS 102,000 sBEDS 


A mallard collected in such a locality 
had eaten 28,160 seeds of the sedge men- 
tioned above, 8,700 of another, and 35,840 
of water primrose, a total of 72,710 
seeds. The bird had eaten also 2,560 
duckweeds (Hamburg, February 11). An- 
other mallard had gathered 102,400 seeds 
of water primrose (Hamburg, December 
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21). No fewer than 32,000 seeds of frog- | 


bit have been found in one stomach, and 
seeds of this plant composed 18 per cent 
of the food of 308 mallards collected in 
this locality from October to March. 
Seeds of water elm composed almost half 
of the food of 171 mallards killed in the 
same region in October, November and 
December. 

Duck-food conditions in other cypress 
swamps of the South are similar, though 
the vegetation of the more northerly 
swamps, as in Arkansas and South Caro- 
lina, is not so luxuriant. Duckweeds, 
seeds of cypress, button-bush, a few other 
trees and coontail are the principal con- 
stituents of the food. 

On the Texas coast there are two dif- 
ferent types of feeding-grounds. One is 
illustrated by Lake Surprise, where the 
most important plant is the banana water- 
lily, which supplied almost half of the 
entire food of the ten vegetarian species 
of ducks occurring at the lake at the time 
of my study. Lake Surprise has other 
good duck foods also, such as sago pond- 
weed and musk grass. 


WIGEON GRASS HOLDS BIRDS 


Bays like Corpus Christi and the series 
of bays and lagoons behind the barrier 
beach along the whole Texas coast, when 
of importance as duck feeding-grounds, 
derive their interest chiefly from growths 
of wigeon grass. The bays that have 
kept the wigeon grass still are visited by 
large numbers of ducks; those in which 
the plant has been destroyed by influxes 
of mud and closing of inlets are no 
longer important resorts for wild fowl. 

About 64 per cent of the food of 
pintails collected at Rockport, Texas, in 
December, consisted of wigeon grass; 
the plant also made up 54 per cent of 
the food of 37 redheads taken at the 
same time, and was eaten by practically 
all the species of ducks. Another impor- 
tant food of this region is the seeds of 
pickle grass or saltwort, of which fully 
28,000 were found in a single pintail. 

What I have told you about these va- 
rious ducking-grounds illustrates in part 
a study which we have long had in hand; 
namely, a survey of wild-fowl resorts of 
the United States. Besides the areas pre- 
viously mentioned, investigations of duck- 
food conditions have been made in Vir- 
ginia, Florida, Kentucky, Tennessee, Ar- 
kansas, Missouri, Wisconsin and Michi- 
gan. 


(To be continued) 


TO PROTECT MOOSE AND MOUN- 
TAIN SHEEP ON THE KENAI 
PENINSULA, ALASKA 


The Secretary of Agriculture has issued 
the following amendment to the regula- 
tions for the protection of game in 
Alaska, with the object of protecting 
moose and mountain sheep on the Kenai 
Peninsula and adjoining region in Alaska: 

“The sale of carcasses or parts thereof 
of moose and sheep in the region south of 
latitude 62° north and between longitude 
141° west and the western outlet of Lake 
Clark in longitude 155° west: or the 
shipment of carcasses or parts thereof of 
said animals for sale from Anchorage, 
Seward, or other points on the Kenai 
Peninsula, is hereby prohibited until Oc- 
tober 1, 1918, and no carcasses or parts 
thereof of said animals shall be accepted 
for shipment to other points in Alaska, 
unless accompanied by affidavit of the 
Owner that they were not purchased and 
are not intended for sale.” 


Wasuincron, D. C. 
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WhatIslt? 


Bet, you can’t tell! 


You may have hunted big 
game from Alaska to Florida 
—but you never ran across 
this strange beast. There 
are hundreds of animalsthat 
you willnever sight along a 
gun barrel, but “the camera 
is mightier than the gun” — 
and you may still be on 
speaking terms with themall 
—in the greatest collection of 
photographs—backed by the 
livest story-telling text ever 
published. There are nearly 


3,000 Pictures 


in the 


Standard Natural History | - 


Give yourself the finest of treats this Winter. Get acquainted 
with the birds, the beasts, the fish, the reptiles, the insects through the 
eyes of cameras all over the world—in the hands of over 200 sportsmen 
and naturalists who know how to tell what they see. To call this 
unique work a “natural history” won't half describe it. You must see 
it for yourself. You will be delighted with it. So will your growing 
boy or girl. Every home should have this “liberal education to the 
great outdoors.” ; 


Short-Time Low Price Offer 


After a nation-wide sale last year, we have on hand the remnant of a large 
edition that we must close out at once at a specially low price. The former 
prices were $28.00 and $35.00—but these few sets will go to first-comers for 
$19.50 in the buckram and $24.50 in the half-leather binding. An unequaled 
opportunity to get a famous work at a low price. We cannot describe its 
unique value here, but will be glad to send the 


Whole Set On Approval 


at our risk and expense. Just sign and send us the Approval Coupon below. 
It will not obligate you in any way, but it will bring to your home, prepaid, the 
entire set of five superb volumes with their hundreds of photographs and color 
plates for your personal examination. If you are not pleased return them. If 
you like them, a dollar payment will keep them. And for good measure we will 
also send an 


Art Portfolio of Birds and Fishes FREE 


An exquisite Art Portfolio of Game Birds and Fishes, done by noted artists 
in life colors—forty separate plates—ready for framing for den or office, or fine 
as a gift—wili be included free. 
This offer is positively limited. 





Send this Coupon 
TO-DAY 
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THE UNIVERSITY SOCIETY 
44-60 E. 23rd Street, New York 


I want to inspect, at your expense, THE 
STANDARD Liprary or Natural His- 
ToRY, in buckram binding.* If the books 
are satisfactory, I agree to pay you $1 
within five days, and $2 a month until the 
special price of $19.50 is paid I do 
not wish to keep the books I shall notify 
you and hold subject to your order Also 
send free, the ArT PorTroLio oF Binps 
AND FisHes. 


HAMS cc cciseocccoesess 


Occupation 


*Most readers prefer the three-quarter 
leather To obtain it change $19.50 to 
$24.50. Fas 12-16 
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SHOTGUNS AND RIFLES 


GETTING RESULTS IN SMALL- 
BORE SHOTGUNS 


By Edwin L. Hedderly 


PORTSMEN who expect satisfac- 

tion from small-bore shotguns 

should at least give their latest play- 

things a fair chance by feeding them 
enough powder to do all that can be 
done with seven-eighths of an ounce of 
shot. 

Repeated inquiries which speak of such 
squib-loads as 244 drams of powder and 
an ounce of shot for sixteen-bores sug- 
gest the need of even more enlargement 
upon the ammunition requirements of the 
gauges below twelve. Yet in the face of 
the reams of paper wasted in the past 
attempting to make plain the prima-facie 
proposition that no gun of any gage 
will shoot well unless charged with 
enough powder to build up killing veloci- 
ties, the verbal shooting must have been 
bad, else it could not have missed the 
mark so widely. 

When the powder-makers set their faces 
against the smaller bores by getting 
scared over crusher-gauge, chamber-pres- 
sure readings upon the square inch of 
area, they started something that is be- 
coming difficult to stop, now that the 
smaller shotgun has ineradicably implant- 
ed itself upon our domestic sportsman- 
ship. These scientific gentlemen gave no 
consideration to the matter of total vol- 
ume of pressure in their calculations, but 
stopped at the apparent proof that to 
develop the standard 1,050 feet per sec- 
ond over 20 yards in the 20-bore required 
a square-inch pressure 40 to 50 per cent 
above the twelve. The plainly apparent 
fact that there is not as much volume of 
gas in 33 grains of powder as in 42, 
with the latter doing 40 per cent more 
work in projecting that excess of lead, 
escaped consideration. So the bugaboo 
of bad pressures was born, not the first 
bastard of science, either; and_ has 
grown up the illegitimate curse of the 
cleanest fad that yet has come to Ameri- 
can sportsmanship. 

Were the facts as the crusher-gauge 
ballisticians first painted them, the 
featherweight 20-bores affected by some 
makers would have been seen failing at 
the hgeech-ends by wholesale with the 
high-velocity loads which up-to-date 
sportsmen with small-bore-rifle experi- 
ence have insisted upon as the logical line 





of improvement in the modern game gun. 
Good shots insist upon velocity; and they 
have learned that a heavyweight, slow- 
handling gun is not more necessary than 
a short-barreled, whippy, corky-handling 
featherweight is undesirable for practical 
pointing reasons. The happy medium is 
the desideratum, and once attained in a 
32-inch gun of 6% to 6% Ib. in the 20- 
gage, or 634 to 7 in the 16, the next ques- 
tion is how properly to load it to deliver 
the same killing shock to game that the 
shooter has learned to expect from his 
12-bore. 

American sportsmen, used to single- 
bird shooting, and forgetting perforce the 
good old 10-bore days of raking flocks, 
have learned generally that it is not nec- 
essary to hurl three hundred pellets of 
lead at a duck in order to put three 
through him. Such a waste of energy 
strikes a discordant note with the man 
who takes pleasure in the way of doing 
as well as in the thing itself; and that 
classification catches every true sports 
man. So, likewise, what is true of the 
fast-flying, case-hardened canvasback i 
even more applicable to the quail, snipe 
or upland game bird which is shot at 
usually well within the range of a cylin- 
der-bored 12, and is, therefore, quite in 
the province of a closer-shooting gun of 
smaller bore, with a reduced charge which 
covers a lessened area of killing circle 
with equal or greater density than the 
“mantle of charity” thrown by our open- 
muzzled, standard-gauge friend of boy- 
hood hunts. 

This is no brief for overloading small 
bores in hope of achieving impossibility 
by making them beat 12-gauges of equally 
good boring, and not so to be miscon- 
strued. It is intended to aid the sports- 
man who is willing to swap a little ex- 
tra killing power for the increased com- 
fort of lighter weight and lessened re- 
coil, but naturally desires to pay the 
lowest possible price for these advan- 
tages as measured in loss of efficiency. 
Such men wish to get all possible out 
of their smaller guns; largely they are 
good shots, capable of putting the powers 
of any gauge to a fair test of its capacity: 
and in giving up the 12 they ‘are keen 
to put just as little handicap upon their 
skill as scientific gun-making and car- 
tridge-loading permit. These fellows are 
demanding better performance of their 
20-gauges than most of them had from 


their 12’s, because they know that a 20- 
bore to satisfactorily complement a good 
shot’s skill must be decidedly a better 
shooting gun in proportion than the 
larger. So all are demanding, and some 
are getting, the special attention for their 
newly adopted gauge that it requires; but 
with the munitions demand and no peace 
in sight, the most are sacrificing whatever 
advantage the gun-maker can give them 
by expecting to attain first-rate results 
with hopelessly inadequate cartridges. 
There are excellent loads stocked by 
the factories, but their best always are 
to special order. The few cents a hun- 
dred difference added to a price already 
seemingly, but only apparently, prohibi- 
tive, is so trivial compared with the sat- 
isfaction of a day’s good shooting in the 
field when gun and shells have splendidly 
performed their full duty by a man, that 
no better instance of false economy could 
be cited in a week’s thought. Here we 
are paying the railroads or the Standard 
Oil for transportation to places remote, 
with all the incidental costs of getting 
to sport, only to skimp perhaps a dollar 
on all the shells one will shoot in a sev- 
eral-days’ trip, paying the price in 
pricked birds to die lingering deaths out 
of hand, in shots missed by ragged pat- 
tern that demoralize marksmanship by 
failure to score on correct calculations, 
and other faults galore that most shoot- 
ers unless very experienced, charge to 
themselves unfairly, to the personal dis- 
satisfaction with gun, game, trip, them- 
selves, and sometimes the whole sport! 
Admitting the impossibility of loading 
every gun by rule, which is like prescrib- 
ing for every patient by mail, there are 
certain general principles to be laid down 
for the guidance of the shooter, whether 
his aim be to get the best out of a big 
gun or a little one. Good ammunition 
tells in either case; but the bigger gun 
with its excess-margin of killing-powef 
is so much better than the skill of the 
average shooter, that he does not appre- 
ciate differences that became plain when 
that power is reduced to show those dif- 
ferences well within the range at which 
he is able to hit quite consistently. To 
“connect” with game at a hundred feet 
is far simpler than 50 per cent greater 
range, when speed, slowing of the shot- 
charge, wind, augle, pattern, all compli- 
cate the instantaneous calculations of the 
sub-conscious mind so highly developed 
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Is Your Brother a Shooter? 


Give him a Christmas token that will last—one 
that will recall memories of the giver long after the 
holidays are past. Surprise him. Give him a 


Hand Trap 


The Du Pont Hand Trap is a gift taat every man 
and every shooter will appreciate. It’s a real ma- 
chine, hand-operated and simple, that throws all kinds 
of targets—high, low, fast, slow—from 25 to 75 
yards—the choice is up to you. The machine, not 
your arm, does the work. Great sport and fine 
shooting practice for both beginners and experts. 


Costs $4.00 at your sporting goods dealer’s. If 
he can’t supply you, we will send it direct postpaid 
anywhere in the U. S. on receipt of price. 


Write for Hand Trap Booklet No. 55. 


E. I. Du Pont De Nemours & Company 


Wilmington Delaware 
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The Rifle Does the Work 






.22 Savage Automatic, Model 1912 


WHY should you have to disturb your hold—move your arm—take your eye and your 
mind off your sights—between shots ? 

You have to with the ordinary repeater to work the action. 

But the .22 Savage Automatic Rifle reloads itself. The recoil does it. 
aiming—just pull the trigger again for each shot—that’s all! 

Don’t you see how this rifle would have saved you lots of game you've lost ? 

It shoots the best and most accurate cartridge that any .22 rifle, repeater or single- 
shot, uses—the .22 Long Rifle LESMOK or SEMI-SMOKELESS only. 

And it will not work with the less accurate, inferior, smokeless or black powder Long 
Rifles, or with Longs or Shorts or B. B. caps. 

It is hammerless with solid breech, solid top and shotgun safety on tang. Two 7-shot 
detachable box magazines with each rifle. 20 inch round barrel, shotgun butt, weight 
only 4% lbs. 

d It only costs $12.00—less than most repeaters—and if your dealer can’t supply you, 
we'll send a rifle and 100 correct cartridges, express paid in the U. S., for $12.50. 


And anyway, write to us for more particulars 


SAVAGE ARMS COMPANY, 2412 Savage Avenue, UTICA, NEW YORK 


Manufacturers of High Power and Small Calibre 
Sporting Rifles, Automatic Pistols and Ammunition 


SAVAGE 


Christmas Gift— 


for friend, guide or self 


You keep on 
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nn Whether for the long 
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hike, the eold, soppy  winter-spring 
Se aaa woods, or the fishing trip——-whether for loung 
ing about camp when the soft grateful ease of the low moccasin is s0 
soothing to tired feet-——-no matter what the need of the moment, there is a 
Palmer moccasin that just fits it 


And when we say ‘‘just fits it,"’ we mean just that. Making moccasins here 
in New Brunswick we are in close touch with the men who spend not two, 
but fifty-two weeks a year in the wilderness. They are our “‘testers’’ and 
they jolly soon tell us—and in no uncertain terms—what ‘“‘stands up’”’ and 
what doesr 4 


Palmer’s Moosehead Brand Sporting Boots and Moccasins 


as offered you, Mr. Sportsman. in our illustrated catalogue, are the results 

of these experiments and tests under much harder and heavier conditions 

than auy to which you will probably ever subject them. It is this excess 

of durability over probable wear—this ‘‘reliability plus’’ quality—that has 

made Palmer moceasins standard with sportsmen everywhere. 

The season is now upon us Whatever you are going to do—camp, tramp, 

—no matter what it 's—there is a ‘“Palmer’’ that will solve once and for 

all your fvotgear problen ’ , 

ene basing, coal for catalogue S showing styles and prices. Get posted es 

on our oil tanning system which makes our leather waterproof, but still 

pliable—and stays so, in spite of many wettings. Every stitch hand sewed! 1 ) 

A special non-rip, non-leak process. anv Kr / 
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JOHN PALMER CO., Ltd. 


Manufacturers of Oil Tan Footwear 


Fredericton, N. B. Canada 


“THE GUN THAT BLOCKS THE SEARS” 
Made like a Gan by Gunmakers. 


We can still supply Damascus and Twist Barrels at regular prices. 
Don’t miss this opportunity of getting a gun fitted with these hand- 
some barrels. 





Send today for catalogue S 








N. R. DAVIS & SONS 


ASSONET, MASS., U. S. A. Established 1853. 


Lock Box 700. 
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in really crack game-shots, and separating 
them from the mechanical proficients of 
the inanimate target division. 

To get the best factory-loads nowa- 
days, it is necessary to take at least 234- 
inch shells, whatever the gauge. Nothing 
shorter allows enough wadding to keep 
gas behind the shot, and some concerns 
need even longer cases, owing to lack of 
pressure in ramming, possibly. But the 
shooter may depend upon getting a first- 
class load from any concern now manu- 
facturing shotgun ammunition in this 
country, if he will but insist upon what 
he wants and is willing to pay the price 
asked. 

The standard game-load for the 20-bore 
should be 2%4 drams of a standard, mild, 
bulk powder of the EC or Schultze or 
Dead Shot class, and % ounce of No. 8 
shot for all upland shooting. For snipe, 
No. 9 or 10 may be used; but for snipe, 
a lessened powder load is permissible also. 
For all duck shooting, the load should 
be increased by from % to 4% dram, and 
the shot size proportioned to the kind of 
duck prevailing. No. 6 is more generally 
useful; there is: little excuse for No. 7, 
except in guns which handle that size 
best. No. 6 will kill throughout the 
wounding-range of No. 7; and for big 
ducks, No. 5 is better; while those who 
never ‘shot a good 20-bore with 2% 
drams of powder behind % ounce of 
chilled fours on big, fast-flying canvas- 
backs or redheads or high mallards, have 
yet another sweet experience in store. 
But No. 4 shot is essentially the province 
of the next gauge larger, which can 
handle an ounce of them very nicely. On 
an extended trip, where mixed-shooting is 
expected, involving perhaps a chance at 
big ducks in flight well up and, like as 
not, in the storms that usually produce 
such movements of the migrating water- 
fowl, one always should have a few boxes 
of the big 20-bore load and No. 4; be- 
cause the 20-gauge being the “gun of 
guns” for that type of variegated sport, 
is naturally the one that will go along. 
And it proves when well-bored and efh- 
ciently-loaded, a wonderfully ° adaptable 
little tool, too. 

For the 16-bore, the standard charge 
should be 234 drams, and a full 7% ounce, 
or a scant ounce of No. 8, or 714, as 
suits the gun. For ducks, this should be 
boosted up to 3 drams and one ounce of 
5’s or 4’s. No use to shoot sixes unless 
the particular gun calls for them. The 
No. 5 in first, and No. 4 in second barrel, 
make a splendid combination for the high, 
wide and fast ones. Most factories would 
like a 27-inch case to hold this load, with 
a full complement of good felt wadding, 
and any 234-inch chambered gun will 
handle the % inch longer case safely 
enough; but the average 16-bore chamber 
is for 29/16-inch case, and in that cham- 
bering, 234-inch shells open out nicely; 
but 2%-inch cases are too long, tear off 
raggedly, and boost up pressures with 
no advantage. Chambers with a _ long, 
evenly tapered cone leading into the bar- 
rel are really chambered for a longer 
shell than they call for, and the shooter 
should determine this by firing different 
lengths until he finds the maximum that 
fits best. 

By specifying for a “Trap,” “Field” or 
“Nitrofelt,” ‘4-inch wad over the powder 
and two 11/-inch blackedges, with thin 
card over shot, one is sure to get 4 
wadding combination which, if not the 
very best, is dependable and most reason- 
able in cost. A %-inch felt wad between 
the others is better, and more costly, 
possibly, than the difference is worth. . 

In going to the Winchester company 
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THE ONLY LOGICAL 

CAMERA FOR QUICK AND 

SURE WORK FOR HUNT- 
ING OR FISHING 
PHOTOGRAPHY 


RICHARD VERASCOPE 


A FIXED-FOCUS 
STEREOSCOPIC CAMERA 


Gives all the perspective and atmosphere 
of the original. : 

Always ready for an exposure; no 
bellows to pull out and no focusing to 
bother you. Negatives made with the 
Verascope are extremely sharp and can be 
enlarged up to 30 diameters. In shape 
and size it is somewhat similar to a pair 
of field glasses, 


The finest gift for a friend interested in 
hunting or photography. 


Catalogue on request. 


R. J. FITZSIMONS 


75 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 





the shooter will be met with a rule of! 
the factory to load nothing over 2'% in 
20, and 234 in 16 gauges. The scale of 
powder-weights to the dram is apparently 
higher in the Winchester factory than 
some others, as their 2!'4 dram loads in 
the “EC” powder weigh nearly as much 
as some other concerns’ 234; and the 
splendid quality of their high grade spe- 
cial shotgun ammunition needs no defense. 











ERE’S the way to get coon, 
fox, mink and skunk: Pour 
3-in-One 6n your traps when 


setting them. Experience 
proves that the delicate odor 


of 
e e 
3-in-One Oil 

draws fur-bearing animals better than 
bait. ~~ traps in splendid condi- 
tion, too. Prevents rust—makes them 
lively, strong, sure. Fine to keep them 
rust-proof through the summer. Oils 
guns just right. Prevents leading and pitting. 
3-in-One is sold in sporting goods stores, hardware, 
drug and general stores. 1 0z. bottle, 10c;30z., 25¢3 
8 oz. (44 pt.),50c. Also non-leak Handy Oil Cans, 
just right for carrying, 3 oz., 25c. If you do nod 
find these cans at your dealer’s, we wilh oasd one, 
by parcel post, full of 3-in-One for 30c. 
FREE—Write for a free sample and Dictionary of 


“ ‘Three-in-One Oil Co., 
152 New St. New York 





















Exhausted or Debilitated 


NERVE FORCE 


Every reader of this magazine, who is under a 
Nervous strain, lacks nerve force, power, or energy, 
and particularly those who are subject to weakness 
and excessive drains on the nervous system, should 
not fail to send to Winchester & Co., the Pioneer 
Manufacturers of Hypophosphite Preparations (Eat. 
58 years), 614 Beekman Building, New York, for 
their free literature on Nervousness. 

“1 know of no remedy in whole Materia Medica 
equal to your Specific Pill in Nervous Debility.’’- 
Adolph Behre, M.D., Professor of Organic Chemis- 
try, N. Y 

No C. 0. D. or Treatment Scheme. 
ber box or bottte. 















































































Price $1.00 
Sent prepaid in the U. S. 




















3ut in justice to all, there are none 
which cannot, and do not, load first-class 
combinations for those who demand and 
pay for them. It is well worth while, 
for personal satisfaction is the thing we 
all are spending our loose change for in 
this day and age the world, and 
nothing tickles the good shot like good 
shooting. 


o! 


THE .38 OR .32-20 REVOLVER? 


Frecp & Stream Pvp. Co.: 

Will you please advise me on the fol- 
lowing questions: I want to buy a re- 
volver, preferably a Colt having a 6-inch 


barrel. I am undecided between the Po- 
lice Positive Special and the Officers’ 
model. I prefer the former because of 


its lightness, but think it might be too 
light to be practicable. What is your 
idea? Do you think that fairly accurate 
shooting could be done with it at a mod- 
erate range by a novice? Do you prefer 
the .38 or the .32-20 caliber, and why? 
Do you think I could kill a wolf or bear 
with either of the above at any distance? 
Harry H. Haircut. 

Ans.—Would prefer the Officers’ model 
to the Police Positive Special, as it is 
more accurate, having greater weight, 
smoother trigger pull and better sights. 
The .38 is more powerful than the .32-20, 
but a trifle less accurate over long ranges. 
Either caliber would kill a wolf or bear 
at 100 yards.—Eb. 


THE USE OF THE SUPPLE- 
MENTAL CARTRIDGE 


Frecp & Stream Purp. Co.: 

1. Does a birch bark moose call have 
to be a certain size, or can they be made 
any size? Can you give me the dimen- 
sions of a good birch horn? 

2. Where can I purchase a pair of Hud- 
son Bay. blankets? 

3. Would you consider a rifle smaller 
than a .30-30 practical for hunting deer 
and bear? 

4. If practicing shooting with a .30-30 
rifle, using a supplementary chamber 
shooting .32 short cartridges, would I be 
able to shoot as accurately when I began 
to use the .30-30 cartridges? 

R. A. TENHAVE. 

Ans.—1. We have a birch bark moose 
call here in the office 17 inches long, with 
a 3-inch opening at the bell end. 

2. At any Hudson Bay post or large 
sporting goods store in the big cities. 

. No. 

4. Sub-caliber practice is good for the 
muscles that hold the gun, but for actual 
experience you need the full charge at 
full range in the open under ratural con- 
dions of light, wind and _ terrain.—Eb. 


KILL DEER. PART III. 
By C. L. Gilman 


Besides the rifle I have described and 
the attractive Marlin repeater I have} 
mentioned, there are available for this | 
cartridge the following rifles: | 

The Winchester single-shot, to which 
everything good said about the Stevens | 
Ideal may be applied, but which also lacks 
the desirable ejector and has an action | 
which I have always been afraid to dis- | 
sect. 
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Learn at Home by Mail to 


Mount Birds 
and Animals 


Be a taxidermist. Learn the wonder- 
ful art that enables you to mount and pre- 


serve as in life,a 


game-heads, fishes, reptiles, etc. 


tan all kinds of 


splendid rugs and robes. 


at Home! We 
quickly by mail. 


Ht kinds of birds, animals, 
Also how to 
furs and skins and make 
Easily Learned 
can teach you easily and 
Full course of 40 lessons, 


covering every branch of taxidermy. S 
guaranteed or no 
Latest methods, 

grad 


uates. 
















One says: 
Me | mounted forty 
rels, and sixteen robes 


EV. J 


FRE 


short time. - Mail 
Don't delay, but 


your 


make from $2,000 


your while. 


witb 


” (The Only School 


Name 





. W, ELWOOD—FExpert 

RAL rg of of 
N.W.Schoolof Taxidermy ands and 
students have learned and are delighted. 


Would not take a thousand 
taxidermy .'’— - Jaroch, 


BO Ee a ee 


uccess 
fee. Old reliable school. 
Over fifty-five thousand 


Nature Lovers 
and Sportsmen 
Should Know 
Taxidermy 


A new, splendid art, 
extremely interesting and 
~ pany Men, women 
and boys bec i 


ome enthusi- 
Send today 

for free finely illustrated 
book, and see for f 
what taxidermy really is. 
We teach you at home by 
mail, during your spare 
time. You learn quickly. 
You soon know Taxidermy 
and learn to mount your 
splendid trophies. Youcan 
decorate your home, den 
or office with the very fin- 
estofart. You can make 
wonderful profits from 
our spare time. You will 
hugely enjoy every mo- 
ment you give to the art 
taxidermy. Thous- 
thousands of 









birds, three deer heads, four squir~ 
Have had the finest of success- 
for my knowledge of 


Beautiful book 
show'ng dozens of 
Photos of Mounted 
Specimens and also 


the Taxidermy Magazine—both Free for a 


coupon or 4 postal today. 
act now before the free 


books are exhausted. 


Make Money 


are time, or 
to £5, 


You can earn 

big money from 

taxidermy in 
into it as a profession 

000 per year. Big demand and 


few jpxidermists. This is something new, something 
wo Write T: 
| my the Soe See — ~ md —y on 
ror —but do it today. ou Wi 
the free books. 


for full particulars 
nm ora let- 
delighted 


Northwestern School of Taxidermy 
7029 Elwood Bidg., Omaha, Nebraska 


of Taxidermy in the World) 


-=='Free Book Coupon === 


Northwestern School of Taxidermy, 
7029 Elwood Bidg. 

Without obligation on my part send me copies 
of your FREE TAXIDERMY THE 
TAXIDERMY MAGAZINE, and full particu- 
lars about your course of lessons on taxidermy, 


Omaha, Neb. 


BOOK AND 
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| The No. 4 Remington single-shot, 


| which has an ejector, but is too short and 
I | H A C A i light to get the most out of the cartridge 
_off a machine rest. Were the Remington 


| People disposed to issue this arm with 


W O N }a 28 or 30-inch barrel they would offer 
a 


Professional Chasphiediip- of olf Canis te “Kentuc ky rifle” type of arm having all 
iis &, Benel Mentrecl. This ix John ond the advantages of the Winchester and 


Stevens, with the added attraction of an 
John says he shoots an Ithaca because any man aa Ptgg ; 1 at _ 
ejyecror, 




































cn bce move tet ahen Wine: Double |) 'TES Hopkins & Allen, alight, short 
guns, $85.00 up. Write for Catalogue. arm, having an ejector, might be im- 
proved as suggested for the Remington. 
The Stevens Favorite, without an | 
ejector, but an excellent boy’s rifle and | 
a good “pack-gun” for a man making a Paace, JacpaLpur, 
hard trip. True also of the two last Bastar State, C. P, 
above named. ee ae : 
There is something fascinating about | The Ross .280 bore rifle T parchoned from you 
this hunting of the old school. Slipping faction: ee oe Ses Oars y aves mes | 
silently through the woods, intent upon | i lately, that I spontane- ' 
discovering your game without flushing | oe laces oom an meee ———— ] 
it. The stealth, or the brazen unconcern, | J your catal Wi th compliments 
of the stalk which brings you within } Yours faithfully, | - 
range for the most effective shot. The | Tee B Ro: ; oe RAJA vines Shere. ‘ 
nature-lore which enables you to re-locate | | just ass omen handles the ki  etaerieeticn Oe , 
a bird or beast incautiously flushed at the the American continent. In many lands hunters 
first discovery. Finally, the tense, cool | ot tig gue pee we ewer ene acenaty. 
deliberation of staking it all upon one Sos Se TE. Bow fees % 
shot from a rifle which enables you to $7.50 per 100. At best dealers everywhere. 0 
do your best, yet leaves it an even break 
between you and your game. ROSS RIFLE CO., Quebec, Canada. , 
| From the standpoint of the sportsman, or POST & FLOTO, 14 Reade St., New York. A 
ino hunting that I have experienced, and Agents for U.S. A. . 
I've tried most kinds, affords me so much leeesnaennenimmiaentnenenl . 
pleasure or can be pursued at less ex- — . 
| pense of time and travel. From the . 
standpoint of the wilderness traveller, it . 
is the arm which gives him each day his 
daily “waubose” rather than that which th 








Equip your nfle with a Maxim Silencer 
doubles your chance of a big “bag” because it 





nual moose which insures him 


slays his 





against hunger. completely swallows the “bang” so that you 
And the arm itself, deliberate, pep “Shoot in 1 Silence 
getting the maximum of meat out of the 


minimum of ammunition, it’s—sure, I’m | 
. - sent - 
sentimental—the link between the Amer- 
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ITHACA GUN CO. || THE INDOOR RANGE RECORD | fy we 
Box 11. Ithaca, N. Y. | | Fiecp & Stream Pus. Co.: | THE MAXIM SILENCER CO. “0 
1. On the paper targets given away by | 68 Homestead Ave. Hartford, Conn. str 

the Remington company, it is stated the (je a 

world’s record was made at Waverly, Pa., | — ne — sig 

999x1000. What was the range, and what| 25¢ s ¥ har 

| Was the sizé of the bull’s-eye? Postpaid | ae oe separ x 

| 2.Is it a fact that the greased, semi- | — 5 polishing around the fro 

| smokeless, .22 cartridge has more penetra- house, in the tool shed nor 

tion ard will carry up better at 75 yards or afield with gun or rod. rel: 


THE GUN OF | | than the ungreased smokeless ? ; 
3. What is necessary to obtain a Krag | 
QUALITY rifle ? . | eats ROUNDS. 






NYOIL| | i: 


















































; I In the New Perfection nthe 

Ans.—1. The record referred to was Pocket Package the 

made by a five-man team, each shooting is a matchless corer of | 

20 shots at 25 yards, indoors, artificial years. Dealers sell BYOIL test 

light (N. R. A. 25 yards target). ie is 25. Send ts the ane ligh 

The most powerful cartridges in the NYOIL with other necessaries fere 

. ~ . spc am ami we \} sem My 

.22 rimfire sizes are the .22 Lesmok car- Sack te Gade, Rasiee oawe adil stril 

tridges. Smokeless cartridges, both (cin ane aaa eae all 

greased and ungreased, are less powerful for zero 
usually get and less accurate. WM. F. NYE, New Bedford, Mass. TI 
a quate The Krag rifle can be secured from and 
ag Fee the Government only by members of a ri 
@ It is not often clubs affiliated with the N. R. A. The G Wh Y : , In 
ye oon club may purchase a rifle for the use of et at ou Want! See 
oem Locking a member, but title to it cannot pass to | - 
fer quality you can him until he has qualified at least as} | Q Anew and labor-saving service 18 vod 
fing it in the marksman over the N. R. A. course. : = 2 rou 
Lefever—if your ten being offered that willsave you lots. and | 
main consicer- Uv. d 
ation is cheap- TS Gg Turn to the next to the last ad- — 
ness of price ne 
look for some SIGHTS AND LIGHTS vertising page and see how “t. it great 
he pe hig By E. C. Crossman now is to secure additional in orm-~ front 
the World's Cham-. (Continued from page 196) ation about any thing advertised 1 in | 
pionship at Olympic f ; . ° 1 
Games in London. not listed did the Sheard gold disappear our pages. bead 
© Write for Catalogue— in a blaze of light as from a mirror, while G You can profit es hope an e 
double guns $25.00 up. the platinum would do this with the sun ee ae “ts . appea 
: : ; ; : : ; ‘ a 
Lefever Arms Co.,Inc., 111 LakeSt. Ithaca, N.Y. striking full into its face from a little ervice. the be 
above. far f 
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Then we transferred our attentions to | 


the pistol, taking therefor a .22-caliber 
revolver of excellent make, shooting the 
Long Rifle .22. Recoil and flinch there- 
fore did not count, while with a heavy 
revolver difference in grip throws groups 
strangely about the paper. This gun was 
fitted with an ordinary Sheard gold bead 
and a narrow “U” notch that barely ad- 
mitted the bead, for the rear sight. Note 
this rear sight, as compared to the rifle 
equipment. 

The first groups were fired with the 
sun low and full at 9 o’clock—that is, di- 
rectly at right angles to the line of fire, 
on the left side. The bead dazzled the 
eyes with its glare through the narrow 
U notch. Three shooters fired the gun, to 
eliminate uncertainty, each firing six shots 
and holding at the bead at the bottom of 
the bull. Distance, 20 yards; target, regu- 
lar 20-yard pistol target. 

Here the results came out as follows— 
sun, as you'll remember, on the left side. 

D., average of 6 shots, 1.40 inches right 
of center. 

C., average of 6 shots, 2.30 inches right 
of center. 

J., average of 6 shots, 3.34 inches right 
of center. 

Then we reversed proceedings, seeking 
another part of the range so we could get 
the sun on the right side of the gun. Here 
it stood at 2:30, or a trifle forward of 
right angles to the line of fire, and the 
glare was slightly less than it would have 
been with the sun farther aft. 

The results: 

D., average to the left, 6 shots, 0; to 
the right, .80 inch. 

C., average to the left, 6 shots, .6 inch. 

]., average to the left, 6 shots, 0. 


HE results indicated that either the 

sun at the first range had considerable 
effect, and none at all at the second range, 
or else that the zero of the gun lay to the 
right of center. Note that the groups at 
the trial with the sun to the left struck 
well to the right of center, but at the trial 
with the sun the other way the shots 
struck either at center or still to the right 
a fraction. Zeroing the gun with black 
sights proved that it shot center in the 
hands of D. and C., and that the sun 
striking the sight at just the right spot 
from the left had a very great effect, but 
none from a position slightly different 
relatively on the right side. It is* reason- 
able to suppose, therefore, that from a 
light coming as this did in the first trial, 
to a light in the same relative position on 
the other side, there would be a difference 
of perhaps double that obtained in the first 
test. It is also fair to reason that the 


light has to be just so, to show this dif- | 


ference, as a very little change in its 
strike on the bead made no difference at 
all in the impact of the shots from the 
zero of the gun. 

The worst position is with the sun low 
and at right angles or slightly in rear of 
a right-angle line. 

In the hands of the three shooters the 
shots averaged 3 inches away from the 
light at 20 yards, when the light struck 
the bead in just the right position. This 
would amount to 7.5 inches at 50 yards 
and would cause a miss of a small animal. 


The reason for the difference is plain. | 


The open sight is responsible for it to a 


great degree, although displacement of the | 


front sight, with the short-sight radius of 
the pistol, is very serious. 

Through the,narrow U the shape of the 
bead could hardly be clearly made out in 
an even, diffused light. When a glare 
appeared on one side of it the shape of 
the bead was lost through the notch, itself 
far from the eye, and the eye saw only 
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CL ,s ne 
KODAK 
Is our Registered and com- 
mon-law Trade-Mark and can- 


not be rightfully applied except 
to goods of our manufacture. 





If a dealer tries to sell you, under 
the Kodak name, a camera or films, 
or other goods not of our manufac- 
ture, you can be sure that he has an 
inferior article that he is trying to 
market on the Kodak reputation. 


If it isn’t an Eastman, 
it isn’t a Kodak. 


EASTMAN KODAK COMPANY, 
ROCHESTER, N. Y., The Kodak City. 














Indian Moccasins 
“Both Lace or Slipper”’ 
Made of Genui M hid 
Men’s Sizes 6-11 . . at $2.75 
Ladies’ or Boys’,sizes 2-6 at $2.25 
Sent prepaid on receipt of price. 
ener refunded if not 


wet woods ? 










sea in a canoe ? 





.> 


is the only material for out-doorclothes— 


ys 
Carryin stock the largest assortment of Snow Shoes always warm when wet 


in the country. Aiso Handmade Genuine Buckskin 


Cruising Shoes have no superior as a Hunting Shoe, 
Send for free catalog today. 
METZ & SCHLOERB, No. 88 Main St., Oshkosh, Wis. 








| MALONE,N.Y. 


Ever Hike through 
Ever buck a head 


Ever hunted in the 


satisfactory. A 
We Make the Finest “Al Wool and a Yard Wide” snow or waite a 
Buckskin Hunting trout stream ? 
Shirts and Coats in America If you have then you can appreciate that wool 


and Horsehide Gloves and Mittens. Our Wisconsin SEND FOR DESCRIPTIVE CATALOGUE OF GARMENTS 


J. ©. Ballard & Company, Fine, 











With Automatic 
Ejector 

With Automatic 
Ejector and 
Hunter one 





We Make all 
Send for Our Art Catalog $25 te $ives 





THE SMITH 


Our Trap Grade 


With 2 Triggers $55.00 


Trigger 86.00 


THE HUNTER ARMS CO., INc., 30 Hubbard St., FULTON, N. Y. 
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; The 
Peter Shells that Insure 
a Successful Hunt 
The (P) Brand Shell is always dependable and safe. 


The steel reinforcement in the head gives the protec- 
tion every shooter wants. 


The perfect sure-fire primer gives proper ignition to the powder. Gun 
wads of pure elastic feit, properly confine the gases, improve the shot 
pattern, and prevent leading. The shot is absolutely uniform in size. 
The firm beveled crimp holds its shape and permits the shell to oper- 
ate freely in all kinds of repeating and automatic guns. 
Discriminating shooters KNOW that Peters ammunition may be relied 
upon under all conditions 

See that your dealer gives you the ® Brand. 


THE PETERS CARTRIDGE CO., Cincinnati, O. 


Branches: New York New Orleans San Francisco 


























SLEEP ON AIR 


WITH A COMFORT SLEEPING-POCKET . 


Equipped with a COMFORT SLEEPING-POCKET 
You Can Sleep on a Pile of Rocks and Be Comfortable 


Metropolitan Air 
Goods are recom- 
mended by the 
Forest Service, 
Campers, Physi- 
cians, Invalids, 
Tuberculosis Pa- 
tientsand Sports- 
men everywhere. 
A warm, com- 
fortable, dry bed. 
Wind, rain, cold 
and moisture 
proof. Packs 6x 
25. 





We make air goods for home, camp, yacht, canoe, etc. Write for Catalogue A. 
Successors to the METROPOLITAN AIR GOODS CO. 


Athol Manufacturing Co., Athol. Mass. 


























KEEP YOUR GUN, GOLF-CLUBS and all bright parts of metal free from RUST with 


Trial tube 10 cents, large “C OROL ey 


tube 15 cents, 2¢-pint 
__ANTI-RUST_ COMPOUND 





If your dealer does not 
handle it write us direct 


can 35 cents, 74-pint with dealer's name. 


75 cents. 


COROL COMPANY, 1435 Fisher Building, Chicago |; 




















Calibers .22to.35. Velocity 3100f. s. 















Newton High Power Rifles 


Highest velocity rifles in the world. A new bolt action rifle, American made 
{rom butt plate to muzzle. Newton straight line hand reloading tools. Send stamp for descriptive circular 


NEWTON ARMS CO., Inc. 506 Mutual Life Building BUFFALO, N. Y. 
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the illumination. The rest is plain. 

With the peep sight this is absolutely 
not true. It is closer to the eye. you see 
the bead in its true form, its illumination 
and all, and there is no tendency to be 
deceived. The same sight that through 
the open U showed as a glimmer} through 
the peep showed merely ‘as a bead sight, 
strongly lighted on’ one side, clearly de- 
fined on the other, and as easily to place 
accurately as in a diffused light. 

I think the same trouble will occur in 
the case of the open sight op the rifle, 
although far less in degree, because of the 
longer sight radius. My own tests show the 
eye to be deceived by the gristen of the jnati- 
num bead through the open rifle sights 
just as it is through the open pisto) sights 

Therefore these things seem to be true 
That the smaller the bead, the less the 
inaccuracy through light changes, because 
of the smaller distance from true center 
to the .point illuminated; that the larger 
the notch in the open sight, the less the 
tendency to be fooled by the uneven illu- 
mination; that the use of the peep sight 
makes the influence of light on the gold 
bead, properly shaped, too slight to con- 
sider, even at th* most extreme game 
ranges ; that the ivory bead is better medi- 
cine than the gold for rifles fitted with 
open sights alone, or for pistols similarly 
equipped: 

Without question, for all-round use on 
the rifle in connection with a peep sight, 
the small gold bead is the best. One's 
life, or, at least, a long-sought trophy, 
may depend upon seeing that bead under 
the most unfavorable circumstances. The 
gold of small size will remain visible long 
after the ivory or other color has faded. 

The only improvement possible is the 
English “gloaming” sight to back up the 
gold, a form now made by an American 
company, but, unhappily, not in connec- 
tion with the Sheard. 

This sight, common enough on English 
rifles, is a huge enamel-faced white sight, 
14 inch or 3/16, arranged to lie out of 
the line of sight ordinarily, but ready to 
be swung up into the sight line, blocking 
out the ordinary bead. Because of its 
huge size this bead can be seen—or, at 
least, silhouetted—when there is not light 
enough really to “see” a bead sight. Sev- 
eral times I have been in fixes that 
urgently called for some such arrange- 
ment. The next time I’ll be prepared. 

I should consider this sort of auxiliary 
sight, with the Sheard gold for everyday 
use, the ideal of a hunting front sight. 


THE CHOICE OF A .22 


Fietp & StrEAM Pus. Co.: 

Will you kindly advise me? I want to 
get a .22 rifle and I do not know what 
kind would be the best for me. I want 
to use it for small game and I want some- 
thing good. What are best sights to use? 
I am a reader of your magazine and have 
been for two years. I enjoy it very much 
and am always anxious for a new FIELD 
& STREAM. W. R. Bush 


Ans.—Remington, Savage, Marlin or 
Winchester repeaters are all good. The 
Stevens Favorite, Savage, Remington or 
Winchester single-shot are all fine rifles. 
Get a folding tang peep sight, a folding 
leaf sight inthe barrel slot, and a combina- 
tion ivory bead and globe front sight.—Eo. 


SHORTENING SHOTGUN 
BARRELS 

Frecp & Stream Pus. Co.: ; 

Fretp & StrEAM is the only magazine 
I read constantly. I read the questions 
about guns with great interest. Do you 
think I could have about 2 inches cut 
from the barrel of a 12-gauge shotgun 
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Stop Giving Useless 
Christmas Presents 


The outdoor man or woman appreciates 
a handsome and useful addition to the 


camping kit. There are scores of articles 
in our catalog which if given as Christ- 
mas presents will be used again and 
again and treasured for years by the 
recipients. 

Write us for our list of suggestions, ranging 
in price from 50 cern s to $100.00, Every one 


of them is an article that any red-blooded 
man or woman would like to get. 

If desired we will make out a Christmas card 
bearing your name and send the articles 
direct to the person you wish to remember. 
You'll find the original Abercrombie only at 
311 Broadway, New York. Call or write. 
Send for Catalog F, it’s full of helpful sugges- 
tions—and it’s sent free. 


DAVID T. ABERCROMBIE CO. 
311 Broadway (ABERCROMBIESY New York 


Chicago Agents: Von Lengerke & Antoine 








NOTE NAME AND ADDRESS 


It’s Hunting Time— 
Get Your Boat—Now! 


Then You'll Be Ready 
For the Fall Shooting 


The famous light draft GREEN BAY HUNTING 
BOATS are designed and built by Sportsmen fer 
Sportsmen. They are safe. complete and practical, 
No other boats are “just as good’! We want to 
get in touch with you—send postage for illustrated 
catalog showing all different designs and sizes for 
all different purposes. 





. 











‘Omens 


SEVEN THOUSAND Green Bay Hunting 
1 use by sportsmen today. “Ask the 
>» owns one. 
ae DY & SON 
t De Pere, Wis. 
Agents Von raLengel lataine, 128-132 Se. Wabash Ave., Chicago, I. 

















The Swiss Chalet in America 


Authentic and practical photos, designs. plans 
and estimates covering in idividual requirements 


of the art-loving American home- builder for 
Residences, Cottages, Hunting Lodges, Etc. 
$2.00 per portfolio, prepaid 


Fritz Ehrsam, Architect } Sh2!et.... 





922 Penn Street, oman Pa. 
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32 inches long? If so, I would like your 
opinion on it and how to have it done. 
LAWRENCE HALSTEAD. 


Ans.—A good gunsmith could cut the 
2 inches off your 32-inch barrels, but the 
gun would shoot a more open pattern 
| than before, as the muzzle choke would 
| be gone. If you wish to use the gun in 
|the field, it would be advisable having 
| the barrels shortened, but if the gun is 
| to be used for duck and trap shooting, 
| we would advise against it.—Eb. 


A GOOD PENNSYLVANIA DEER 
RIFLE 


Fietp & StreEAM Pus. Co.: 

Which is the desirable cartridge for 
hunting in Pennsylvania, the .30-30 Win- 
chester, soft-nose, or .33 Winchester? 
Which has the greater killing power? I 
expect to hunt bear and deer. 

Frep W. KENLINE. 

Ans.—The .33 has more power, but the 
.30-30 is ample for Pennsylvania deer and 
bear, and it can use the .32 shot as a 
supplementary cartridge, while the .33 has 
no supplementary.—Ep. 





A NEW ORGANIZATION OF IN- 
TEREST TO TRAP-SHOOTERS 


On October 20th the representatives of 
the different ammunition and powder com- 
panies met at a banquet at Stratford 
Hotel, Chicago, and organized for the 
purpose of giving an annual big shoot 
to interest the amateur shooters. Any 
trade representative of the mid-West is 
invited to join and can do so by writing 
the secretary-treasurer. At the meeting 
it was moved and seconded to form an 
organization of the trade representatives 
for the promotion of trap-shooting and 
the good-fellowship among its members, 
to the end that at least once a year a 
grand tournament will! be held in recogni- 
tion of the many courtesies shown this 
body, individually and collectively, by the 
amateur shooters. The name of this or- 
ganization will be announced at the next 
meeting, November 3d. 


END OF BARRELS BLOWN OFF 


I have a 12-gauge shotgun, using 27%- 
inch shells, with the original length of the 
barrel at 30 inches. Some time ago I had 
an accident with this gun, and about 3 
inches of the end of the barrel were blown 
off, so I cut the end of the barrel even, 
making it now 27 inches, and am now 
using it. The barrels don’t specify 
whether full or modified choke, so I sup- 
pose they must be cylinder bore. I bought 
the gun second-hand, and, as I understand 
it, it is a rather expensive gun. It is a 
W. W. Greener “Trap Gun,” made in 
London, I believe. What I would like to 
know is whether this gun is still good for 
any particular kind of shooting; that is, 
will the blowing off of the end of the bar- 
rel affect the shooting ability of the gun 
to any great extent, and if so, to what 
extent. Can you describe just what effect 
this shorter barrel will have on this gun’s 
shooting ? GeEorGE CARPENETTE. 





Ans.—If your barrels were bored origi- 
nally a true cylinder, the shortening of the 
barrels would have no effect on the pat- 
tern up to a certain distance, say 40 yards. 
If, however, they were originally choked 
or modified, the pattern would now be 
much more open than formerly. A 27- 
inch barrel is not too short for brush 
shooting or field use, but for trap and 
duck shooting it would not work so well, 
neither would the cylinder-bored barrels 
do for this kind of shooting, as they shoot 
too open a pattern.—Ep, 















OUTDOOR MEN, 
FARMERS, HUNTERS, 
TRAPPERS, RAILROAD 
MEN, AUTO. DRIVERS—all who 
spend much time out doors in cold 
weather, should wear this cap, made of 
Olive Green Khaki; has fur or flannel in- * 
side band completely covering the ears, rp: own 
special design, Outside rim can be turned down, 
preventing rain or snow running down the back of the 
neck. Most practical storm cap ever made. 

Write for booklet of other styles, including Fur 
Caps. See them at your dealer's. If he will not 
supply you we will send prepaid on receipt 
of Express or P. O. Money Order for $1.25 


and youredealer’s name. 














é Not Send Oerers of tetas 

ersonal 

Check io Every Gap 

Mention Size & 
Wanted 


PRICE 
$1.25 


Dept. F. 


JONES HAT COMPANY sos" 


Money—Furs 


HIGH PRICES paid in cash for 
Furs and Hides of all kinds. 
“BIGGS AT KANSAS CITY” 
has big money waiting for you. 
Send for our price list of Raw 


Fugs. 

See what we are a” 
Muskrat, Skunk, g he 
sum and other furs. ne a copy 
of ‘“‘THE TRAPPERS’ EX- 
CHANGE” our free monthly 
magazine. True stories of 
hunting and trapping adven- 
ture, plentifully illustrated, 
written by successful trappers 
who deal with Biggs at 

sas City. 

BIGGS HOLDS FUR SHIP- 
MENTS SEPARATE upon request, 
until have had time to receive, 
our donk ck and to know the prices* 
are satisfactory to you. 


WRITE TODAY for Raw Fur °* 
Price List, Factory Pri 
































be f Th i 
rappers. Supplies, 
Tenning and Fur Goods. 

E. W. BIGGS & CO, 














HIS CHRISTY 
CHEER 


A Hunting Coat 
the classy stamp 
Clan. Every comf: 
convenient kink th. 
likes. Our Patent Gan. 
Pocket is 


BLOOD PROOF 


Coat can’t spot or rot. 
Lasts for years. Write 
for our catalog containing 
descriptions, illustrations 
and samples of material, 
and prices. Easy to make 
your selection Surprise 
and please him. 


THE GEM SHIRT CO. 
255 West Fifth Si, Dayton, 0. 











Patentees 
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Grizzlies to Ground Hogs 


HERE ARE GUNS and Cartridges for 
everything that walks, runs or flies, and we 
have them— 
RIEL LES of every weight and win from the 
deadly little light weight * ‘Hig h Power™ to 
} w opediing Big Bores that will “‘stop’’ anything 
that lives. 


SHoT GUNS that will hit everything but the 
~~ Dainty 16nd 20 bores for Sportswoman’s 
use, to heavy ten gauge for Geese and Ducks, 
for r dijlooded men whodon't care “what's coming 
to them” in the matter of recoil, Trap Shooters, 
too, will find here a most congenial atmosphere. 
AMMUNITION, Im and_ Domestic. 
We're justly proud —_ line. If your rifle 
shoots imported cartridges that you cannot get else- 
where, try us. The largest stock in New York. 
og Goods, Cutlery, Leather _ Goods, Fishing 
and Skating Outhits, to meet the . taste of every 
y man and womanly woman. *. 
Mail Orders Filled with 
Prompt and Intelligent Care 


J.B. Crook &Co., Inc. 


(Established 1837) 


463 Fifth Ave., New York 


Opposite the Library 
Tel, 244 Vanderbilt 


DUUAULLOVUUUNENGAAUUUUUOOUUOUUU LT 











tL Ja FARM ENGINE i WORKS. 


Built and guardnteed by the largest producers of 
farm engines—simple,durable, powerful—four cycle, 
suction feed, make and break ignition—every part 
interchangeable—fully tested. Guaranteed to 
Develop Rated H. P. 

SAVES FUEL, TIME, LABOR, MONEY 

Lowest Price, Greatest Value 
Write for big illustrated Engine Book today 
Full line Detroit Engines 2 horsepower up 

DETROIT ENGINE WORKS, 449 Bellevue Ave., DETROIT, MICH, 


Wadsworth Mfg. Co., Successor 








MOCCASINS 


Made of genuine 
Indian tanned 
Moosehide. Or- 


namented with 
beads or Porcupine 
quills. A long wear- 
ing, serviceable, com- 
fortable Moccasin. 


CANADIAN 
st re 








Men’s Sizes,7 to 12 - $2.25 
ladies’ “ 3t0 6- 1.75 
Misses’ “ Ilto 2+ 1.25 
Child’s “ 7tol0- .75 


Eskimo-made Mucklucks, knee length, 
all sizes, $4.00 


Send 2c. in Stamps for our New Illustrated Catalogue 
—Showing the largest collection of Indian Souvenirs 


on the Coast, typical of Alasi 


HUDSON BAY FUR CO., Inc. 


Seattle, Wash. 


tand the North West 


First Avenue 
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SHOOTING "> Ht 
DEPARTMENT | 


CONDUCTED BY DAVID 
H- 
EATON 


CINCINNATI GUN CLUB 

W. R. Randall, of Mason, Ohio, won 
the high average trophy at the Cincin- 
nati Gun Club’s registered tournament on 
October 5th and 6th on a score of 290 
out of 300 targets, defeating Fred Har- 
low, of Newark, Ohio, by one _ target. 
Randall and Harlow tied for high aver- 
age on the first day with 148 each out of 
150 targets, the latter being awarded the 
daily high average trophy without a 
shoot-off, as Randall’s win of general 
average barred him. W. H. Cochrane, 
of Bristol, Tenn., won the second day’s 
average trophy on 147. High average 
trophy in the special 50-target handicap 
event on the first day was won by Dr. 
O. D. Maddux, of Washington C. H., 
Ohio, on a perfect pase of 50 er 
from 18 yards. H. L. Bruce, 19 yards, 
local amateur, won i trophy on the sec- 
ond day after shooting off a tie on 49, 
Joe Vause, Chillicothe, Ohio, 18 yards, 
and F. C. Dial, Franklin, Ohio, 18 yards. 
The shoot-off scores were: Bruce, 24; 
Vause, 22, and Dial, 19, out of 25 targets. 
High amateur general on 300 targets, 
Fred Harlow and W. H. Cochrane 289 
each; second place, C. D. Coburn, 287; 
*. C. Koch, 286; J. Ed. Cain, 285; H. J. 
Meyer, 284: M. J. Welsh, 283; H. L. 
Bruce and Dr. O. D. Maddux, 281 each. 
Professionals: L. W. Cumberland, high 
over all, 291; C. A. Young and J. R. 
Taylor, 290 each; W. S. Jones, 287; C. T. 
Stevens, 283. Longest runs, W. R. Ran- 
dall, 102: O. D. Maddux, 107; L. W. 
Cumberland, 96; W. H. Cochrane, 93; 
F. C. Dial, $ 


WILMINGTON TRAPSHOOTING 
ASSOCIATION 

One of the last registered shoots of the 
year was staged by the Wilmington (Del.) 
Trapshooting Association at Bellevue on 
October 21st with an attendance of fifty. 

S. German, the Aberdeen (Md.) pro- 
fessional was the star, breaking 149 in 
the 150-target program. S. M. Crothers, 
Philadelphia, was high amateur with 144, 
closely followed by Wm. Wolstencroft, 
Philadelphia, and H. L. Worthington, 


Baltimore, with 143 each. Wm. Foord, 
Wilmington, Del., broke 141; W. B. Shep- 
herd, Minneapolis, Minn.; N. Williams, 


Philadelphia, and J. B. McHugh, Wil- 
mington, tied for fourth place on 140. In 
a special 25-target handicap event Wm. 
Swayne, of Fairville, Pa., was high, with 
25 straight from 21 yards, taking first 
prize, 325 shells; F. S. Tomlin, 21 yards, 
Capt. W. A. Simonton, 20 yards, and W. 
Wolstencroft, 22 yards, tied on 24, and 
in the shoot-off finished in the order 
named, and won the remaining three 
prizes of shells. Fifty dollars’ worth of 
prizes were distributed Lewis Class Sys- 
tem in the 150-target, two prizes in each 
class. The winners were: Class A, S. 


Crothers, 144: W. Wolstencroft, 143. 






os 


Kone and H 
Croft tied on 138; the latter was elim 


Class B, W. Swayne, E. L. 


inated. Class C, Wm. Simonton, John 
Fontaine, T. F. Dixson and E. G. Ford 
tied on 20, the two former winning in 
the shoot-off. Class D, M. G. Gill, Harry 
Eyre and W. Robelen tied on 131, the 
latter losing in the shoot-off. Class E, 
Harry Crawford, 126; F. Mathewson, 125. 


JERSEY CITY GUN CLUB 

The Jersey City (N. J.) Gun Club 
opened its 1916-17 season on October 7th 
with an attendance of twenty shooters 
High gun honors were captured by 
Hutchings with 93; Neaf Apgar, the well- 
known professional, was second with 92. 
Von Boeckman and Dixon 91 each. The 
22-yard event was won by Dr. Pinker- 
ton with 23 out of 25 targets. The club 
will hold weekly shoots every Saturday 
afternoon during the season. 


KANSAS CITY, MO. 


The feature of the shoot at Elliott’s 
Park on Oct. 22 was a team race between 
five-men teams of the Blue River Target 
Club and Automobile Gun Club. At a 
previous, match between these teams on 
the Auto Club’s grounds, the Auto boys 
won 420 to 405 out of a possible 500 tar- 
gets. Today, however, the Blue Rivers 
captured the bonus on a score of 457 to 
445. Blue River team: J. R. Elliott, 93; 
P. R. Miller, 93; H. E. Snyder, 92; Geo. 
Nicolai, 90, and F. P. Steinhauer, 89; 
total, 457. Auto team: D. D. Gross, 94; 
R. B. Elliott, 94; W. S. Fritz, 90; O. W. 
Hiatt, 86; W. G. Catron, 81; total, 445. 
High individual scores were made by 
Gross and R: B. Elliott, 94 each. J. R. 
Elliott and P. R. Miller of the Blue 
Rivers were second with 93 each. 

ELKTON (MD.) GUN CLUB 

The club’s fourth annual registered 
shoot on Oct. 21 was the biggest thing of 
the kind which this section has seen. The 
program was 100 targets in 20-target 
events.: The number of entries, 55, pro- 
longed the shoot until dark. Simonton 
was high with 96; McHugh and Gill, 95; 
Beauchamp, 94; Tomlin, 93.  Profes- 
sionals: H. L. Worthington, 94; L. S$ 
German, 93. 


LOGANSPORT (IND.) GUN CLUB 

The registered shoot held on Oct. 17 
was well attended. C. H. Peck was high 
amateur with 147; D. C. Rogers and E 
E. Watson, 146 each: G. C. Weaver, 143: 
C. C. Collins and P. C. Barnett, 142 each 
Professionals: H. Kennicott, 148; F. K 
Eastman, 142. Mrs. B. P. Remy, the only 
woman contestant, scored 119. In a spe- 
cial 50-target event D. C. Rogers and 
C. H. Peck broke straight; R. F. Dyer, 
O. H. Binns and D. Rassmer, 49 each; 
Dr. Clayton and R. Robinson, 47 each; 
Mrs. Remy broke 35 in this event, and 
Mrs. Cerites 36. 
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VICKSBURG (MISS.) TOURNA- 
MENT 


The Hill City Gun Club held its irst}] The “Justrite” is Just Right » 


fall tournament on Oct. 14, and propose z k 
to make it an annual affair, holding it in F Ch G f 
1917 on the historic battlefields of Vicks- ora ristmas l t! 


burg during the Blue and Gray Reunion 







 ——_——— 
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i : un For you, Mr. Sportsman, there is nothing you 
: in October. G. L. M. Keyes, Meridian, could possibly give those shooting and fishing part- 
: was high amateur with 141 out of 150; | ners of yours, Jim and Bill, as a Xmas remembrance, 

E. J. Oates, 139; W. L. Rather, 137; J that will bring half so enthusiastic a ‘Just-what-I- 

J. Bradfield, 132. High professional score wanted” grin to their faces, asa Justrite acetylene 

was made by Samuel Joy, 140; G. B.| jantern or camp lamp. : 

Cragg, 138; C. N. Wrag, 136. And for you, Mrs. Wife-of-a-sportsman, here’s the ideal an- 
4 GOOD TIME SHOOTERS AN- ne to the ever-present problem “‘what to give the man of the 

NUAL SHOOT 1t The | 

x } o 1e Justrite is an ever present friend in time of need, lighting } ? 

_The second annual shoot of the Good the camp with its unequalled acetylene brilliancy, spotting the = 

Time Shoote rs was given on the grounds snags and pitfalls coming back from town in the “wee sma’ hours,” making canoeing at 

of the Cincinnati Gun Club October 22d, night safe and enjoyable, instead of disagreeable and dangerous. patton Wl ° 
and was a great success. Forty-two “Do your Xmas shopping, early” and send your order today for as many “Justrites” 
"a shooters took part in the various events, as you have sporting “bugs” on your Xmas list. 
n and enjoyed the free dinner of steak, Sent direct from the Factory, postpaid, on re- 
d pitched potatoes, Kentucky burgoo and cola 4. oe, No. 100, $1.50; No. 95° (larger 
in other refreshments. The program was at carrying | peed $3.50. Camp Lantern (in metal 
“y 100 targets in strings of ten targets each, 4 


with a special 50-target distance handicap 
event as a final. Ten merchandise prizes 
were offered on the regular events, as 
well as three avera,;e trophies, and sterl- 
ing silver cup for high score in the handi- 





JUSTRITE 
MFG. CO. 











1b cap. F.-C. Koch was high man with 99, Dept. ‘‘S” 

th and a total of 146, including the handi- “A, a CARBIDE =-4 waree 2061 Southport Ave. 

rs cap, and won both prizes. Second high ep : wi GAMOITS STRONG WHITE LICHT 199 "0200 FEET 

by amateur was H. R. Bonser with 97; H. ie sa ah nok SIMPLE“ DURABLE +~ EASY TO OPERATE GUARANTEED CHICAGO, ILL. 

ll- L. Bruce, 96; R. J. Dibowski, 94; J. E. 

92. Cain and H. J. Meyers, 92 each. Pro- 

he fessionals : C. A. Young, 82; C. T. Stevens “ONCE STUNG! TWICE SHY!!” 

pr- and R. L. Trimble, 91 each. In the handi- How very true it is—as applied to ducks? Suppose you were 

e | a duck! And you saw a lot of othe Jucks—or thought you 

‘ub cap event, H. J. Meyer was high with 48 did—swimming around. You dropt ped. down for a sociable 

lay from 20 yards; F. C. Koch, 22 yards; M. chet with them and “Blam! Blam! = something sho tof 
R. W ilson, 16 yards, and R. Davies, 18 all the feathers on your ck! After that happened a few 


times you'd be a wise bird! It would take a mighty good 


yards, 47 each; R. J. DibowsRi, 19 yards, decoy to fool you! The birds you will see thie Fall will be 























46; H. L. Monbeck, 17 yards, and C. L. MABON'S DECOYS te bring then to. Peston ecnene 
tt’s Sanford, 16 yards, 44 each. R. L. Trimble ‘ ee een been Galt co cee” 
Pen was high professional with 47 from 18 | [| «prewmunMattanD. Rez. U.S. Patent Office _MASON'S DECOY FACTORY _ 593 Milford St, Detroit, Mich. 
get yards, and C. T. Stevens next with dt : - - ; aaa - 
t a trom 19 yards. Next to Koch in the day's | 

on average came Dibowski and H. J. Meyers | 

oys with 140 each; H. R. Bonser, 139; H. L. 

ar- Bruce, 136, and H. L. Monbeck, 135. The O : 

ers ten merchandise prizes were won by the 

to following in the order named: F. C. 

93; Koch, H. R. Bonser, H. L. Bruce, J 


to H. J. Meyers on his score of 48 from | 


445, 20 yards. 
i WEST HOBOKEN, N. J. | DIN 
Blue At the shoot of the Mohegan Gun Club | 

F. A 


on Oct. 21, F. A. J. Hering was high 
amateur with 95 out of 100; Dr. H. A. 
Hotwet, 91; Dr. M. Terrell, 85. H. S. 


= 3 
7e0. Cain, H. L. Monbeck, J. G. Francis, C. 
89; Kilgour, C. Butz, E. Sorrell and C. A. 
7 ; Shéets. The special event trophy went 
W. i f f 




















ered Welles, professional, was high over all | 
g of with 96, and E. O. Zealey broke 89. 
The 
oan HUTCHINSON (KANS.) GUN | Send | Is the 
pro- CLUB 
nton F. J. Cairns and E. A. Reilly were high | e 
95; Sb te at the registered shoot on Oct 
ofes- 18, with scores of 145 each; Jess Randall, Name and Caliber 
- 143; Roy Ainsworth and E. F. Soldon, 

140 each; Henry Hugg and R. W. Sum- f ° 

ners, 139 each. P. R. Miller was high 
LUB professional with 146. J. Batchellor, 141 O Your Rifle 
t. WV Sixty-three contestants took part in the 
hie events. 
“143: ROANOKE (VA.) GUN CLUB 
al SHOOT visi 
F. K _ The Roanoke (Va.) Gun Club closed Rifle Smokeless Division 
. only its regular shooting season on October 
1 spe- 21. The scores made were not up to E. I. du PONT de NEMOURS & CO. 
- and y standard, owing to the high wind. Wil m D l 
Dyer, - R. Cox was high with 40 out of 50 limington el. 
each; targets; Gardner, 39; Jenkins, Bringman ; gt , 
each; and Robinson, 37 each. Spoons were Oo 
and won by the AE Scratch Class, 











W. C. Bringman; Class A, Dr. J. F. Rob- 
inson; Class B, L. C. Gardner. 




















and 


Summer 
are 
THERMOS DAYS 


and Christmas is the best Thermos Gift 
Day ofall! 


a 
THE BOT TL - 


serves you right—food or drink—hot 24 
heurs without fire—cold 72 hours with- 
out ice. 


Bottles—Jugs—Carafes—Food Jars 


—Motor Restaurents—Lunch Kits 
Prices from $1.50 to $50 


The word THERMOS plainly stamped on 
each article is your guarantee against 
substitution. Winnerof the Grand Prize 
at every International Exposition. 


Write For Catalogue 


AMERICAN THERMOS BOTTLE CO. 
35-37 West 31st Street < ew Yo 


In Canada: Toronto Factory: Norwich, Conn, 



















Russells ‘Ike % 


alton’ * . 


Study Deideniieeties 
layers of leather between you 

and the trail give full protec- 
tion without extra weight. a 
stiff sole-leather sole. 

lightest boot ever made for hard od 
service. Stands the gaff—and g 
keeps your feet dry. Special 
chrome waterproofed cowhide, a 
chocolate color, with sole piece 

of wonderful M aple Pac hide 
that outwears sole leather, 

Note our patent “Never * 
Rip” watershed seams— < 

no stitches to lead water 

nn see 


2 je 


It’s the boot for still hunters, bird hunters, nshermen 
and all-around ¢ hiker rs.” Made to your measure, any 
height. #10 to $13.50 per pair. 
Write for Complete Catalog 
W.C. RUSSELL MOCCASIN CO, 
Berlin, Wis. 


“4” 


—Free 
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WINNERS AND LEADERS IN THE 
1916 PRIZE FISHING CONTEST 


This list, made up of affidavits, received 
up to and including October 25th. 
Winners in Closed Classes 


Brown Trout: 

First Prize—Louis Ditt Verner, 814 
pounds. Length, 28 inches. Girth, 15 
inches. Caught in Corning Creek, Wis. 
Bristol rod, Meisselbach reel, Kingfisher 
line, Seth Green fly. 

Second Prize—Robert Higley, 6 pounds 
2 ounces. Length, 257 inches. Girth, 
13%4 inches. Caught in Hinkson’s Creek. 
Luckie steel rod, Meisselbach reel, King- 


fisher line, red fly. 

Third Prize—W. Edward Halsey, 5 
pounds 11 ounces. Length, 27 inches. 
Girth, 13 inches. Caught in Beaverkill, 
N. Y. Mills standard rod, Featherlight 
reel, Intrinsic line, Pigswool fly. 

Fourth Prize—Ralph S. Hastings, 5 
pounds 8 ounces. Length, 26 inches. 
Girth, 1314 inches. Caught in Boardman 
River, Mich. Devine rod, Kelso auto- 
matic reel, Mills Intrinsic line, Wick- 
ham’s Fancy fly. 

Lake Trout: - 

First Prize—James B. Grisword, 25 
pounds. Length, 42 inches. Girth, 3334 
inches. Caught in Green Lake, Ontario. 
Frost Senate casting rod, Abbey and Im- 
brie reel, Joe Jefferson No. 9 line, Copper 
Wobbler lure. 

Second Prize—E. D. Calvert, 31 pounds 
9 ounces. Length, 4314 inches. Girth, 26 
inches. Caught in Lake of the Woods, 
Ontario. Bristol steel rod, Meisselbach 
reel, Kingfisher line, Crofts’ Phantom 
Minnow. 

Third Prize—H. C. Koehler, 23 pounds. 
Length, 39 inches. Girth, 22% inches. 
Caught in Hollow Lake, Ontario. Bristol 
steel rod, Amateur reel, Copper wire line, 
Archer spinner. 

Fourth Prize—Adam T. Meyer, 18 
pounds 7 ounces. Length, 34 inches. 
Girth, 1814 inches. Caught in Rebecca 
Lake, Ontario. Lancewood rod, Meissel- 
bach reel, Copper line, Archer Spinner 
and minnow. = 

Leaders, Brook Trout, Class B: 

Dr. Clyde H. Warner; H. Price An- 
derson; J. E. Buissineau; Dr. H. Clyde 
Warner. 

Rainbow Trout: 

David L. Wilson; Dr. Henry Abrahm; 
Ed. Swanson; Ed. Swanson. 

Rainbow Trout, Fly Class: 

Jack Derville; Ted Ross. 

Small-Mouth Bass, Class C: 4 

A. T. Gibbes; Rudolph G. Mueller; A. 
M. Iams; C. W. Diggle. 

Te a Mouth Bass, North, C: 

E. Hunter; Ebenezer T. Ferry; W. 
Jack Dougherty. 

Large-Mouth Bass, South, B: 

Elbert Cashwell; F. K. Schneider; C. 
W. Asbury; L. T. Rose. 


L. Hale: 


Large-Mouth Bass, Va., W. Va., Del, 


Md., Div.: 
William Bernard; H. M. 
P. Hill; Joseph A. Berry. 
Great Northern Pike: 
Frank Alger, Jr.; Theodore Nord- 
holm; Victor W. Lang; H. B. Kinnear. 
Muscallonge: 
W. S. Rice; Mrs. R. Molden; 
die Hayes; John P. Rife. 
Wall-Eyed Pike: 
Frank G. Westpfahl; E. C. Myers; S. 
J. Tilleson; Edmund M. Gerth. 
Bluefish : 
W. H. Borden; 
Campen Heilner; 
Weakfish: 
F. W. Townsend; Theodore C. Hoff- 
man. 
Striped Bass: 
August Kubler; 
liam H. Hand, Jr.; 
’ Channel @ass: 
. R. Siau; Mrs. Eleanor M. Hayes; 
Daniel J. Lynch; George A. Eyer. 
Channel Bass, Ladies ; 
Mrs. Eleanor M. Hayes. 
Tarpon: 
Mrs. W. Ashby Jones; 


Delaney; L. 


Mrs. Ad- 


Joseph Cawthorn; Van 
William Richmond. 


Charles White; Wil- 
C. B. Church. 


W. G. Oliver. 


TO PRESERVE MINNOWS 


Fietp & StrEAM Pus. Co.: 

What is the process and what the ma- 
terials used by dealers in preserving min- 
nows? Is it a harmless preparation? 

Very truly yours, 
C. R. Hite. 

Ans.—We advise you to pickle your 
minnows in salt; a layer of salt, then a 
layer of minnows, add a little water and 
seal up in a preserve jar until used.—Eb. 


HOW MANY FLIES?—PART II 
By Ladd Plumley 


In a book-store the title “The Angler 
and the Loop Rod” took my fancy and I 
bought the book. What was my astonish- 
ment to discover that the author, Da id 
Webster, a Scottish angler, advocated the 
use of any number from six to a dozen 
flies on the bottom line. It is true that 
he suggested this in conjunction with a 
rod constructed for this method of 
angling. The line of Webster’s design 1s 
practically all leader and is looped into a 
loop at the top of the rod. Hence the 
name “loop rod.” 

After all, perhaps our expert of the 
Beaverkill did know a thing or two. 
Maybe he did catch on a leader of many 
flies the big trout that our hostess 
showed us. 

At all events, since reading Webster’s 
book, I have at those times when trout 
are “dour” cast as many as six flies on ts? 
same bottom line. 
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HUNTING BIG 


CASSIAR 


RALPH EDMUNDS 
Ralph Edmunds, Idaho’s nation- 
ally known big game hunter— 
the man who killed a sheep at one 
mile in Old Mexico last January 
—has just spent three months in 
this paradise of sportsmen. He 
bagged 3 caribou, 2 moose, 1 stone 
ram, 3 nanny. goats, and 2 of the 
very rare saddle back rams (ovis 








fannini). This hunt will go 
down in history as one of the 
most successful pursuits of big 


ever attempted. Mr. Ed- 
munds took notes and is now 
writing the story in his usual 
clear cut, illuminating style. It 
will be the greatest summary of 
actual conditions in the Cassiar 


game 


written. It will 


sively in 


OUTDOOR 


appear exclu- 


It will run several issues 
completed in the April, 
make it easy for you, Mr. 
great hunt. We believe it a fitting 
you to the 


1917, 


sition we offer 


75c. if in Canada 


209 Western N. U. Bldg. 


many good things readers get the 
around in Outdoor Life, so as a get-acquainted propo- 


GAME 





country of British Columbia ever Ralph Edmunds 


LIFE 


The Sportsman’s Magazine of the West. 
(at least three) 
issue. 

Sportsman, to read of this 


and will be 
We want to 


way to introduce 
year 


Six Months’ Subscription for SOc 


Regular Subscription Price $1.50 Per Year 
Send your half dollar today to make certain of getting on the 
ist for the big January issue, 


OUTDOOR LIFE PUBLISHING CO., 
DENVER, COLO, 














Patented Feb. 20th, 1912 





glasses at Camp 


circular, Orders filled in rotation, 


Dept. C 


Rifleite 
Akopos 


Already pect and 
endorsed b: 
Crossman, ti 
ownsend 
Whelen, Capt. 


McDougall, Capt. Leigh, Ensign Lee, Dr. McDonald 
Navy; Col. Hart McHarg, Jno. Hessian, Major Pau 
Wolf and over 30 Commissioned Officers of the re 
Army and National Guard, who saw and use 
Perry. We can actually coe 
that Rifleite will improve your vision and shooting 
whether with rifle, Revolver or Shotgun. 
genuine unless ome King. Write at once for new 


ular 
the 


No frame 


THE F. W. KING OPTICAL CO. 
Cleveland, Ohio 


—) 
KING’S 





| for American waters. 
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AT AUCTION BARGAIN 


Army Sweaters 
Navy Sweaters 


Army Leggins 
Army (folding) Cots 


other useful articles for out 
shown in our new 


receipt of 4c in stamps. 





and the assuran 


Opening beneat 
Small amount o1 
between thighs 
Perfect pouch 
Welt-bound 
webbing 

Can be cleaned by boiling without injury 
rubber, Fits perfectly. 
Finest quality elastic webbing. 





will send by mail, 





tion while exerc 


Can't rub or chafe, 
Ask yours 
dealer, and if he will not supply you wit 
Mizpah Jock No. 44, send us Tbc. in 
Stamps and waist measurement and we 


THE WALTER F. WARE CO., Dept. 


——— 
SACRIFICE SALE OF 
U. S. Army & Navy Goods 


PRICES 


Army & Navy Blankets Army Khaki Coats 

Army Khaki Trousers 
Army & Navy | now he 
Army & Navy Socks ‘ 
yd Folding ~— 


rmy Canteens Army & Navy S 
Army Riding Breeches Rubber Bla 
Army Saddles Motor Cycle 


nkets & Ponchos 
ults 


Army and Navy Tents, all sizes, and 5,000 


door life are 


1916 catalog A—sent on 


ARMY & NAVY STORE CO., Inc. 


245 West 42nd Street, Bet. B’way and 8th Ave., New York 





Gives you a feeling of real comfort 


ce of perfect protec- 
ising. 
h Patent flap 


f material 









to 


E.; PHILA, 








the 
on these hooks have 


; eye at the head. 


| might be there to see and hear. 


| man should wear automobile goggles and 





1916 


The advantages claimed by the author 
of “The Angler and the Loop Rod” for 
his methods are many. Among these is 
that in no other way can such accurate 
proportion be combined in line and rod. 
Hence he claims the ability to cast an ex- 
ceedingly light and accurate fly. But of 
all his arguments to my mind none seems 
so valid as that of selection by the trout, 
as it may be called. 





By presenting many flies at the same 
time it can be readily determined which 
are the seductive lures for the day and | 
hour of the trial. And it will be observed | 
by those who take the pleasant trouble 
of experimenting with a leader of many | 
flies that the rising trout show most defi- | 
nite preferences. After he has determined 
what are the taking patterns, if so minded, 
the angler can remove all but two or 


three. | 


For as many as eight flies the leader | 
should be not less than twelve feet long. | 
An extremely neat rig can be made with | 
hooks known as “eyed.” Flies tied 
no srells, being at- 
leader by means of a small 
If ordinary flies be the 
preference, the gut for the droppers | 
should be short and stout; otherwise, with 
seven or more droppers, a tangle is almost 
certain. ! 

As to the “loop rod,” 


tached to the 


it is not adapted 
I can imagine noth- | 
ing more humorous than an angler with 
such a device on my favorite little wood- 
land Catskill stream. Under ordinary 
conditions and with only two flies the 
angler is “hitched up” so frequently that 
for his soul’s sake he should leave his 
vocabulary at the inn. With Webster’s 
loop rod, no reel nor means of shortening 
the line, and twenty flies, I wish that I 
The 
stoutest vocabulary would be a weak in- 
strument indeed for such a circus, and a 


have the seat of his trousers patched with 
leather. 

On clear, open pools, the leader of 
many flies will sometimes take trout when 
other modes are unproductive. And if it 
requires peculiar skill to use this method, 
the very dexterity necessary makes the 
attempt correspondingly fascinating. 

But let me give a warning. It is sug- 
gested in the trousers patched with leather. 
A dozen or so flies on a leader even over 
unobstructed water can bring almost as 
painful a result as that of the salmon 
fisher who, falling into a swirling pool 
above a waterfall of fatal plunge, was 
rescued by his Hieland gillie with a gaff. 

“I’m just out,” complained the angler 
to a friend. 

“You ought to be thankful,” the other 


remarked. 

“IT am now,” replied the angler. “I’m 
getting better. But for ten days I’ve sat 
on a pillow.” 

And so with many flies on a leader. 
Personally, I have never had a more $eri- 
ous experience than a hook through my 
stocking well into the fleshy part of the 
calf of my leg. And, thank you, that 
was painful enough! It has been stated 
that a pound trout cannot pull more than 
about one-fourth of his own weight. The 

“eight-incher” that it almost pains me to 
mention at even this late date seemed to 
pull about a ton. I cut him loose with 
my pocket-knife, meantime executing a 
wild dance that would make my fortune 
if I could do it at command and on a 
vaudeville stage. 

However, if I had not suffered then 
would not have the tale to tell now. 











Which goes to prove that even the pain- | 
ful things of angling are better than most! 


















Catch of 


the Season 


From bass to muskie—anything worth trolling or 
casting for—your biggest catch, whether you are a 
professional or amateur angler, is assured when 
you use 


RUSH TANGO 


LIFELIKE MINNOW 


It is so ingeniously made that it has all the dip, 


dive, dart, dash and radiance of a dive minnow, 
Floats on surface when not in action. Won t catch 
on the bottom, won't tangle the line, Hooks are 


set back of the body, which is enameled in various 
colors, eliminating we catching. Also night- 
glowing Radiant bait. 


At your dealer’ s or sent di rect, fo stpaid, 75c. each; 
Set of 4, assorted colors, $3 
DEALERS—Our Selling Plan is broad and 
Beneron 3, assuring very hberal profits on this 
vig s lling bait. Write for full particulars 


"LODAY. giving jobber’s name. 


J. K. RUSH COMPANY 
S. A. & K. Building 


Syracuse, N. Y. 














Talbot Reeis 


are the final 
choice of expert 
ermen, 


Made of German 
Saves, —e emf gears 
a lesign giv- 
smoothness not found { re serene, power ante 
er 

and studs are made of solid steel drill rod making 
the spool perfectly rigid. 
Talbot reels spin in absolute silence and are 


ees rvice unde iiconditions, 
‘albot sedis ood gapeaneaten the world” "s Hg 
achievement in reel making for 

wonderful new model, “Star,” 


the past 25 years. 
map te oe. and to order. 
dealers or direct factory. 





oe: 











Duratex srviz-wear Shirts 


Special offer of 3 Duratex $1 Shirts and 60c Ties to matchsent postpaid 
on receipt of $3 with name and address of 5 friends. No checks, 
Money back if not pleased, Fine white percale shirts, assorted 
neat stripes of blue, black and lavender—coat style, cuffs attached. 
Hand laundered and very arenes Sizesl4toll. Guaranteed 
to wear six months or new s' iven free, Ordertoday, Bank 
references. Room 243, SOObuLL Ss 00., Duratex Bidg., New York 


“BEST ON EARTH” 


The Infallible is the Acknowledged STANDARD 

Single Trigger of the World and IS used on 
more makes of double guns than all other 
makes of single triggers combined: There 
MUST be a reason and our FREE Catalog tells 
it. We also do expert repairing. Your old 
gunstock set to fit YOU, $4.00. 


LANCASTER ARMS CO., Lancaster, Pa. 








The Best Fur House On Earth 


For Fur Shippers 


Nothing is more important to the Fur Shipper 
than doing business with an Honest—Reliable— 
Responsible—Safe Fur House. 


Safety First—“Ship To Shubert” 
the !argest House in the World dealing exclusively in 
American Raw Furs, where you will always receive an 
Accurate and Liberal Aesestenent, the Highest oo 
Prices and the usual “Shubert” Efficient, S ur 
teous service. 
Write for thelatest edition of “@he Shubert @bivver.” 

containing valuabie Market information you must have. 


A.B.SHUBERT, Inco? “fa ‘citicaco,v'S.A- 








Style 1. 





Style 3. 
Write for descriptive folder. 


Single Lens, $5.00, 
Double Lens, $6.00. 
Int. Lens, $6.50. 

Style 2. Adjustable Candle Flame Burner, add. 50c. 

Adjustable Flat Flame Burner, add. $1.00, 


(A Good Night Companion) 
years. 
liant Search Light. 


all foreign countries, 


satisfactory se 
ability. 


on the head-—andone filling « 
from 8 to 12 hours, 
double and interchan 


At all dealers, 


veable lens, 


BRILLIANT SEARCH LIGHT MFG. CO., Dept. 1, DULUTH, MINN. 


The Brilliant Search Light has been | 


on the market for over seventeen 
Wherever men hunt, frog, 
fish, cruise, or need a good night 
light, there you will find the Bril- 


Sold from Maine to California—from the 
Great Lakes to the Gull, and in practically 


The reason for their wide popularity is 
rvice, convenience and re- 


The Brilliant Search Lizht can be worn 
fcarbide lasts 
Cowes in single, 














\ 
‘ 





Boston Garter 


heatGup 


will ornament thousands of Christmas trees. 
Get one of these attractive gift-packages for 
each of your men-folks. It makes a sensible 
remembrance that any man will appreciate 
because the “Boston” gives the greatest 
satisfactionincomfort and service. The box 
covers show four beautifully colored designs 
—the garter colors are black, white, tan, 
baby blue, marine blue, !avender and gray. 
At stores everywhere or by mail postpaid. 
Silk, 50 cents Lisle, 25 cents 


@EORGE FROST CO,, MAKERS, BOSTON 
— 


IPT, 
—_- 








in Exchange for New Ones. 
what you have and what you want. 


75 Federal Street 





NEW GUNS FOR OLD 


I willtake your Old Gun, Rifle or Revolver 
Write me 


BOB SMITH, Sporting Goods 


Boston, Mass. 











ACORN UNI-LI 


Turns night into day. 300 
candle power. Carryas 
a lantern; use anywhere 
asalamp. Weather-proof. 







Write for dig, free offer. 


ists. Agents make lig money. 


For house, 
barn, garage, camp and around the farm. 
Special oppor- 
tunity to farmers, stockmen and motor 







TE 









. Write tonight for new 1916-1917 offer. 
ACORN BRASS MFG. CO., 643 Uni-Lite Bidg., Chicage 








Equal to 5 Ordinary eshaent 


A real boon to sportsmen, campers, 
( farmers—in the shop, on the farm, 
in the woods, flelds—while boating, 


hunting—any time, 









—200 candle 
procf—eosts % 


power 

cent per 
it 15 hours 
it at your dealer’s, or 


We have 
to make to y 






~ 
% 


= 





472 S. Clinton Street 


anywhere, a 
steady, bright-as-day light is needed. 


THE STORM KING LANTERN 


wind and rain 


hour—1l 


quart gasoline or kerosene operates 
light—handy size. 


See 


WRITE FOR SPECIAL OFFER CIRCULAR 


an interesting proposition 


National Stamping & Electric Works 


hicago 















If we could spell the foundation of most suc- 
cessful careers it would read— moderation. 


It is because we make a wonderfully mild and 
mellow whiskey for the moderate man that we 


have been successful 


in business for nearly one 


hundred years. Wilson—Real Wilson—That’s All! 
The Whiskey for which we invented the Non-Refillable Bottle 


FREE CLUB RECIPES— 
Address Wilson, 321 Fifth Ave., N.Y. That's All! 


mixed drinks. 





Free booklet of famous club recipes for 
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of the joys of other sports. And if a 
fellow feels that way no harm can come 
to him. He pays his half-doliars to 
canny experts, but finds after many days 
that he has made an investment like unto 
Common Steel at twenty. 

Angling is a pursuit in which defeat 
becomes victory, pain turns into pleasure, 
and muddy coffee, slatty beds, blackflies, 
cold, rain and tempests and all other 
troubles, vexations and torments whatso- 
ever by the alchemy of swift, pure waters, 
singing breezes, and life in the open, turn 
to joys that remain for a lifetime. 


A KILLING PIKE BAIT 
Fretp & StrEAM Pus. Co.: 

It is always a long time to wait for the 
next Fietp & STREAM magazine. I and 
my friend fishermen are having our trou- 
ble here trying to catch pike and “mus- 
kies.” We can bring them out to the 
shore, but they will not strike the bait. 
We have tried all kinds of bait: live 
minnows, spinners, spoons, plugs of all 
kinds and anything else we could think of, 
and they are so goldurn wise that if we 
do happen to snag one he will cut the 
line in front of the leader. I have seen 
that happen three times, and they did not 
have slack line, either. We have just a 
creek through here about 100 feet wide, 


but there are many pike in it. They are 
fished for every day, and ae eo know 
every bait by sight. . DENZER. 


Ans.—Try a pork rind minnow and red 
Bing fly with spinner. Cut minnow about 


3 inches long, slit tail one inch. Hook 
head in Bing fly, which is a_ large, 
weighted, red fly tied on a 4/0 hook. 
Add swivel, split ring, nickel spoon and 


second swivel, and then your bait casting 


line. Put treble hook in shank of big 
hook with one barb through body of min- 
now to catch your pike and _ pickerel. 
—Eb. 


SNAPPER ON TROUT FLIES 
By Maurice Stanford 
VER fish trout flies in salt water? 
Don’t’ laugh! Or, rather, -go 
ahead and laugh your fill, as the 
writer is used to it by this time. 
Whenever the above question is asked a 
sportsman, or group of anglers, there is 
laughter loud and long, mingled with 
sundry mutterings as to “the long bow,” 
“some liar,” “ought to be lynched,” etc., 
and the writer is immediately consigned 
to the membership roll of a famous club 


founded by a more famous hunter. 
Confidence in human nature is rare at 
best and in things piscatorial, strong, in- 


deed, must the proofs and evidence be to 
prevent the angler from being looked 
upon with the cold eye of suspicion, if 
his experience is at all out of the ordi- 
nary. Yet I contend and affirm that the 
gamy, blue snapper that frequents the 
bays and sounds of the Jersey coast can, 
and has been, taken on the regular trout 
fly rigged in the usual manner. y 

It happened thus: While trolling for 
flounder in Grassy Sound, N. J., during 
the summer of 1915, in company with 
H. M. Wilgus, and finding, or rather not 
finding the said flounders, we rowed to a 
long jetty that reached out into the sound 
on which there were about twenty anglers, 
who seemed to be laboring under intense 
excitement. As we drew near the end of 


the jetty we saw the cause of their agita- 
tion. The water was literally alive with 
fish. It was a large school of snapper, 
and they were working havoc with a 
school of minnows, cutting through the 
water like silver streaks and at times 
leaping clear out of the water. As we 


sat and watched, it began to dawn upon 
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me that among the twenty or more men 
fishing from that jetty, not one had caught 
fish. We rowed in close to ascertain 


the cause, and, would you believe it, that 
entire brilliant crew were bottom fishing, 
while the fish were surface feeding. 

Hastily removing our leads, rigging with 
light leaders and baiting with bull-head 
minnows, we proceeded to lessen the 
numbers of that school of fish by about 
thirty-four before we decided we had had 
enough. 

While fishing, a large, green fly lit on 
an unprotected part of my neck and pro- 
ceeded to do his bit toward keeping up 
the festivities. Although taken by sur- 
prise, I repulsed his attack and in his 
retreat he landed upon the water in a 
crippled condition. No sooner had he 
struck than there was a swirl, a flash, 
and he was gone! Presto! The idea was 
born, and without saying a word to my 
fishing partner, I sneaked back to that 
jetty the next day with my three and a 
half ounce fly rod, my pet assortment of 
trout flies, and my G enameled King- 
fisher line. Not giving these fish credit 
for the nice discrimination of the trout, 
I selected a fly at random, a white miller, 
made a short cast and let the tide carry 
it along. Nothing happened. I made 
several casts and, although I could see 
them playing all around the miller, they 
left it untouched. I had about decided 
that my experiment was a failure, when 
it occurred to me to try a darker-hued 
fly. I looped on a black gnat and no 
sooner had he hit the water than he was 
gone, and I was having the time of my 
life with a good-sized snapper at the end 
of my line, and if anyone thinks this 
little plue fish can’t go some, just have a 
try at him with light tackle, that’s all. 
I ther: tried a Silver King. Nothing do- 
ing. Same result with the Coachman. 
3ut the brown and gray hackles both pro- 
duced fish, which should be proof posi- 
tive that these fish were discriminating in 
their food and not biting haphazard at 
anything that came their way. 

Wishing to have corroborative evidence, 
I induced my fishing partner of the day 
before, Harry Wilgus, to accompany me 
the following day, but when we reached 
the jetty the fish were not there. How- 
ever, we found them again two days later 
and said partner’s disbelief was quickly 
changed to wild enthusiasm, as he rushed 
madly back to the hotel for his trout 
tackle. 

This summer (1916) the snapper did 
not make their appearance in the sound 
until very late in August. However, I 
had one good day with them when, as 
before, only dark-hued flies were effective. 

I have never before heard of snapper 
taking a fly, but they certainly will take 
it, and, believe me, it is sport par excel- 
lence. 

As a trout the snapper is a huge success. 


THANK YOU! 
We have been astonished and delighted 
at the hundreds and hundreds of letters 
received in response to our Editorial in 
the October number with regard to the 
step forward we made in putting Fre.p 
AND STREAM in the new standard size. 
The publishing game isn’t a path of 
roses by any means. It has its many hard 
spots the same as any other business, but, 
by Jove, the effort, thought, time and 
money spent in the last ten years seems 
almost worth while after receiving such 
a wonderful lot of letters from the hun- 
dreds and hundreds of friends of Fretp 
AND STREAM, whom we appear to have 
pleased. 
It would be almost impossible to sit 
down and answer each one. It would 
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What is 
Clysmic? 


A sparkling table water that 
contains fifteen grains of 
lithia salts to the gallon. 


Sold everywhere in splits, 


pints and quarts. 


Don’t accept ordinary waters. 


Insist on genuine Kiinco Snare 


Botried at 
The Clysmic Springs at 
WAUKESHA. WIS. 











Want to Swap Guns? 


I will pay cash for your gun, rifle, or pistol, or ex- 
change with you for any other firearm you may 
want. Write me what you have, what you want, and 
I will make you an offer by return mail. 


1 5. J. FRANCIS Adams Sq. Boston. Mass. 


W HY not spend § Spring, 
Summer, Fall gather- 
ing insects, butterflies for 
me? I pay highest cash 
prices for750 kinds. Some 
worth $1.00—$7.00. Men. 
women. If you mean busi- 
ness, send 2c stamp for 
literature. Itmaymean big 
profits and easy outdoor 
work for you. ‘espeneel 
now tor Spring season. 
SINCLAIR, Entomologist, Box 
244, D 23, Los Angeles, Cal. 


- 

FREE!-3 Books on 
2--Special Boats of 130 leading Boat Builders. 
2--Gray 2 and 4 cycle Marine Engine Catalog. 
3--Book of Boats for work, fishing, cruising. 


Ask for any (or all) of them if you’ re interested in boating for pleas- 
ure or profit. Book one shows more boats than a motor boat show. 
Gray Motor Company ‘ 
1242 Gray Motor Bidg. 
Detroit, Mich. 
pace 







Outdoor 
Winter 














Sport 
Boot 











Especially designed for snowshoeing, ski- 
ing, hunting and other winter out door ser 
vice. Single-bottom moccasins. made from 
our own Japonica tanned leather. Height, 8 
to 18 inc he Ss; wide enough for heavy woolen 

socks, yet not clumsy. E xtra durable. Ask 
for catalog and prices. 


E. A. BUCK CO., 








Bangor, Maine 














GANG HOOKS 


Would you feel like fighting with your 
mouth full of Gang books ?—neither would 


LITTLE EGYPT WIGGLER 75c a game fish, 










ractically every writer on angling con 

demns the barbarous ganghooks.and some of ourStates having sent real sportsmen tothe legislature, 
have made it unlawful to use gang hooks.dynamite, seines, and other unfair means of taking game fish 
f it is wrong in those states, itis wrong in your state as well, whether there isa law against it or not. 


Use the A. FOSS PORK RIND MINNOWS and be clean in your sport. ¥ 
Made in two stvies—THE LITTLE EGYPT WIGGL ER for general casting 
and tr oiling and the SKIDDER for shallow ar d weedy water. 
e also put up pork rind strips, cut especially for these lures, they are thin and 
flexible, free from grease, and the genuine bears our label. 
Watch these pages for announcement 
fnew Al. Foss cr M 


ea x. Made by 


FOSS 


1714-36 Columbus Rd., Cleveland, Ohio 








THE SKIDDER 75c 








220 


BIG VALUES 
IN SWEATERS 


Sweater Coats at Bargain Prices 
Guaranteed by 
“THE HOUSE OF BRUNSWICK” 


Jumbo-Stitched, Guaranteed 
All-Wool Sweater Coat. Full- 
sized, full-fashioned, full- 
length sleeves, with two lower 
pockets and a_ three-piece, 
shaker-stitch shawl collar. Re- 
inforced shoulders and faced 
front to insure strength and 
ae shape. Sizes 34 to 
6 









Colors: navy, maroon, oxford. 


A duplicate of this jumbo- 
stitch, all vool coat would cost 
not less tha $6.50 anywhere 


else. Our Speciai 
Price — P866 $4. 9 
Write for our ‘encyclopedia of 
sporting goods. it gives in- 
formation regarding basketball, 
indoor bail, hunting, fishing, 
home exerciser outfits, etc. 


The Brunswick-Balke Collender Co. 
Dept. 31, Chicage, IL (625) 














SICKNESS— ACCIDENT 
PROTECT 
YOURSELF 


LEWIS 
MEDICAL 
CASE 


Solid black cow-hide 
leather case, (9x3) 
ins. Twenty rem- 
edies —all open 
formulas, Alumi- 
num ecrewcap vials, 
All remedies in solid 
form—cannot spill 
will not spoil by action of heat, leht or cold. Will keep in- 
definitely gauze, bandages, adhesive plaster, absorbent cotton, etc. 
Booklet enclosed gives full directions for their use, also directions 
in first aid, You cannot afford to be without protection in case of 
sickness or accident. Price, post paid to any address in U.S, A. 

$5.90, Absolutely cuaranteed. Money refunded if not satisfactory. 


Write for circular, 
LEWIS MEDICAL CASE CO. 2043 Woodward Ave., Detroit, Mich. 


KEEP kang FEET WARM 


~§ E88 -58 


ere > 1 Eh eee Os Se wre OD EE 
RAS2LBRAERA 
0 SE om pe Bi FB xn, 





high. Give shoe 
size and state whether to be 
worn over shoes or hose. 
Satistaction or Money Back 
fargest stock woo! 
skin gloves, 
mittens, moccasins 
W. C. LEONARD & ba 
39 Main St. Saranac Lake, N.Y 


Would You Fish 
Without Fish- 














| Style 71 


Then why tramp 
| without moccasins? 
Unless you are a moc- 
casin-man you don't know 
the real joy of tramping. For comfort on the road, 
ease on cross-country, and pliability on the climbs 
| you can't touch MOHAWK MOCCASINS 
Prices, $3.00 in Tan Elk; $3.25 in heavy water 
proof Chrome. Postage prepaid. Give size an‘? width | 
|) when ordering. Cats logue, all styles, on request. | 
| MOHAWK MOCCASIN CO. | 
Dept. F. Box 575 Brockton, Mass. 


SAVE 


TIME—STAMPS—TROUBLE 


SEE NEXT TO LAST LEFT 
HAND ADVERTISING PAGE 
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take us forever to do it, and as they are 
still coming in each day, I don’t know 
when we would get caught up, so I am 
going to take this opportunity to answer 
these letters of our many, many good 
friends through the pages of Fietp AND 
STREAM, hoping they will pardon my not 
writing a personal letter to each in ‘reply 
to their interesting suggestions, and their 
kind wishes for our future success. 

Each letter is a spur to better work, 
and a further incentive to give you a still 
better magazine. 

I want to reach out and shake hands 
with each one of you boys that have sent 
us these friendly letters. We surely ap- 
preciate what it means for you to sit down 
and write a two- or three-page letter in 
longhand. I wish each one could be 
answered, but you see, while it is one 
letter for you, it would mean hundreds, 
hundreds for me. But I do want to pub- 
lish a few of them, and I want to let all 
of our reac2rs know how satisfied with 
the new magazine are the great bulk of 
our readers. 


“A SPLENDID PRODUCTION” 


Fietp & Stream Pus. Co.: 

I read with much interest your splendid 
editorial in the September Fietp AND 
STREAM, and awaited with much interest 
the arrival of the October number. It 
came, and, after examining it thoroughly, 
I wish to congratulate you on the splen- 
did production. 

It is the same old girl in a new dress, 
and I think all your readers will welcome 
the new form and the larger type used 
in some of the departments. 

With best wishes for the continued suc- 
cess of your splendid publication, I am, 

Wiis O. C. ELtis, 
Editor, Hunter-Trader-Trapper. 


WELL PLEASED 


Fietp & StrREAM Pus. Co.: 

On unwrapping the October number I 
was delighted with the new form and 
wish to say a word of appreciation. It 
is splendid and is indeed a work of art. 
I can, however, add nothing worth while 
to your own comment, except that I ac- 
tually supposed the change in paper was 
by design, as I find it easier on my eyes, 
and supposed that was your reason for 
the change. 

R. BuETTNER. 





“BEST I HAVE EVER SEEN” 


Fietp & StreEAM Pus. Co.: 

As one of your admirers in the past 
I certainly must congratulate you on your 
new sheet. I have a stack of old out- 
door magazines that would make the 
waste-paper merchants green with envy; 
but this October number of Frietp AND 
STREAM is the best issue of an outdoor 
paper I have ever seen. As to the paper 
market and the grade of paper used at 
this time, will say who would have time, 
in going through that sheet, to notice 
the paper? The only thing ‘that I can 
find wrong with the new Fietp AND 
STREAM is this, the back page is alto- 
gether too close to the front cover. 

Wishing you all the success that is 
bound to come to your new paper if 
the following issues compare with the 
October number. 

Guy KoENIGSBERGER. 





LIKE THE NEW FORM 


Fietp & StreEAM Pvp. Co.: 
We think Fre_p AND STREAM in its new 
form is very attractive. 
Cort’s Patent Fire Arms Mere. Co, 








Save Your, Old Tires 
by “‘half-soling”’ 
Get 5,000 Miles More Service them with Bteel 
Studded Treads the same as European Motorists have 
been doing for over three years, 80,006 American Mo- 
torists have done this in the last 8 months and are 
saving $50.00 to $200 a t Pun tire expense. 


5,000 Miles Without * the signed 







i 

uncture guerantee you 

get with every Durable Steel Studded Tread 
without a cent deposit, prepay 
We Deliver Free oy and allow you to judge, 
ed to motorists in new ter- 
Special Discount $f phere on first shipment direct 
fromthe factory. Muil the coapon below for details 
Be sure and put in your tire sizes. 


= MAIL TODAY-SAVE THE DISCOUNT 
Colorado Tire & Leather 
120 Fond an Colorado. ‘L- (oe al Bldg. . 
Ch 0. fil. x 0 















e isWeslworth Bide, New York City 
Without “obligation se nd me free catalog, copy L | arantee, 
ij sample and bookie ¢ Fir -f 


*10,000 Miles on One Se ires. 





My Tire Sizes are ..........-... 
BE Seeoaeeoaoooeseo 


FLEXABACK 
Handy Hangers 


THE CAMPER’S FRIEND 
5 Five Useful Hooks 


That Will Hang Anywhere 
Instantly 
Holds Clothing or Other Articles 
Convenient for Everybody 
Can be folded and carried in 
pocket or grip to use when 
travelling or hung up permanently 
in home or office. 


25¢ At Leading Bm 
porting 


a at S 





Or BUTCHER MFG. CO. 
641-643 Atlantic Ave., Boston 





Comfort Indoor Closet 
Odorless, Sanitary, Germ-Proof 


Every home without sewerage 

needs one. Most convenient, 

meritorious home necessity in a 

century. A boon tosick people. 

Can be placed anywhere in the 
ouse. 


Abolish Outdoor Closet 


Put a warm Comfort Toilet in your 
home, a guarantee of healthy, sanitary 
conditions, Germ-life killed by 
chemicals in retort. Emptied once a 
month—no trouble. Needs no other 
attention. Boards of Health endorse it. 
Write now for literature, prices, etc. 


Agents Wanted—Exclusive Territory 

















COMFORT CHEMICAL 
5012 Factories Building, Sar S. Sobare REET! 








Don’t Wear A Truss 


Do Away With Steel and Rubber Bands that chafe and pinch. Stuart's 
PLAPAO-PADS ave different from the truss, being medicine appli 
cators made seif-adhesive purposely to prevent slipy ing and tc 
hold the distended muscles securely in place, No “digging in’ 
rgrinding pressure, No straps, buckles or springs attached 
Simple Home Treatment. Easy te Apply—Soft asVeivet —inexpensive. 
No delay from work. Hundreds gf swera testimonials from those 
esred,some of them most aggravated cases and oflong standing. 


Awarded Gold Medal and Grand Prix 


Do This NOW! 
Save Years of Suffering 


Write today for FREE Trial Plapae 
and illustrated book on rup- 
ture. Learn how toclose the 
hernial opening as natare ip- 
tended, so the rupture egs't 
come down, Nocharge for it. 
Dow orever; nothing toretura, 


OF PLAPAO “: Block 3st. oe esate Me. J 
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PLEASED 


Fietp & Stream Pus. Co,: 

The new Fie_tp AND STREAM is the best 
ever. Congratulations. 

Have been buying your magazine for 
a number of years and shall now look 
forward with more pleasure than ever 
before to its monthly visit. 


R. F. Miner. 


CONGRATULATIONS 


Fietp & StreEAM Pus. Co.: 

I failed to receive my copy of the “out- 
door bible” through the mail this month, 
so I resorted to the newsstand and was 
somewhat surprised when the dealer 
shoved the “new standard” in view, but 
I fell for it without a murmur, knowing 
that, branded across the “headpiece” as 
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it was, no one could go dead wrong on | 


a cold trail by investing. 


Cap Miller mentioned the high cost of | 
paper in his editorial; as for myself, you | 


can print it on newspaper stock, for as 
long as it carries the punch and puts out 
the inside stuff, as in days gone by, it 
has a place on my reading-table reserved 
for it, as it has led me over game fields 
I never have seen and never will see; 
fished with me in streams [ will never 
have the opportunity to cast a line in, and 
always it has been a guide and teacher 
never excelled and never equaled. 


R. T. Foster. 


“GREAT IMPROVEMENT” 


Fietp & Stream Purp. Co.: 


I want to congratulate you, ond also 
your great family of readers, on the ex- 
cellency of your October issue. I am 
sure this change will be greatly ‘appre- 
ciated. It is certainly a much better pa- 
per and a great improvement over former 
issues, and by this I mean everything con- 
sidered, not only in subject matter, but 
also arrangement, type and everything in 
connection with the paper. 

I assure you that I am personally very 
much pleased and wish you full measure 
of success. 

Jno. M. NeELson. 


WOULDN'T MISS IT 


Fiecp & Stream Pus. Co.: 


No, you'll not find me on your sub- 
scription list, but should you drift in 
about the time Fietp AND STREAM graces 
the newsstands you would find me on the 
job after my copy. The first thing I did, 
almost, after coming here from Wiscon- 
sin was to hunt up a sporting-goods store 
and inquire about Fietp AND STREAM. 
Barrette had it, so I’m saved. 

Am pleased with the new form, and 
never had a kick against the old one, 
only (stage whisper) “it doesn’t show up 
often enough, it seems.” 

Ducks are flying fast and furious and 
hunters are seen bringing them in. 

I have a sneaking idea I had better sub- 
scribe, for I must have Fie_p AND STREAM, 
and one of these days E. C. will wake 
up and find out he missed one month and 
then, of course, he would have to indulge 
in some man-sized profanity, which he 
seldom does unless the smoke-stick sticks 
or friend bass, trout, musky or pike mer- 
rily runs off with half his outfit—due to 
too much haste. 

E. 


C. ABRAHAMSON. 



















OR a quick “bite”—when 
December skies are gray 
and fingers are cold—aslice of 
oe white bread spread with 


eeciv Null 
Peanut Butter 


Have it always in your kit. It’s 
handy in a dozen ways. 


BEECH-NUT PACKING CO, 
CANAJOHARIE, N. Y. 
THE BEECH-NUT PRODUCTS 
Beech-Nut Bacon, Beech-Nut Peanut Butter, 
Oscar's Sarce, Beech-Nut Mustard, Beech-Nut 
Grape, Crab-apple and Red Currant Jellies, Beeche 
Nut Strawberry, Red Raspberry, Blackberry, Dame 
son Plum and Peach Jams, 
Beech-Nut Orangeand Grape 
Fruit Marmalades, Beech- 
Nut Cherry Preserve, Beech- 
Nut Chewing Gum, Mints, 
Cloves and Wintergreens, 


A&K YOUR GROCER 
OR OUTFITTER 




















































never disappoints 


Packed under the most perfect 
4%, sanitary conditions. 


Sold in all the States, Ber 
muda, Mexico and Canadian 
Provinces. 


COFFERS A 


rhe 
wT . «welch Ai \ : 
cet a # TEA, %4-lb. and ',-il 


The WHITE HOUSE 


weight tins, is just 


= White House Coffee 
’ DWINEL TRIGHT CO., Principal Coffee Roasters, BOSTON—CHICAGO 


. 

















= HI YOU, LISTEN 


Every one of you fellows ce had occasion, at some time 
or other, for the services of a pocket hospital or first aid kit, 


: q, YOU, Mr. MAN, want value received when you buy a 
diamond, SURE YOU DO; well, so you should in buying an EMERGENCY CASE. 


THE ELITE EMERGENCY CASE 


is the highest standard in emergency cases. Made of Spanish leather and IT FITS THE POCKET. aS. oa 
in tubes—salve, cold creme, liniment, ointment, liqiid court plaster—will not break, spill or leak; 
plaster, compressed cotton, safety pins, dressing forceps, scissors, first aid booklet, etc. 


Our case is the only complete pocket emergency case of its kind on the market, therefore there are no substitutes. 
Price, Postpaid in the U.S. A. $3.00 


THE ELITE SPECIALTY CO. :: BROCTON, NEW YORK 
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You’ 

We ship 3 you this latest No, 5 Model Standard Oliver Visible 
Typewriter with automatic spacer, back-spacer and in-built 
tabulator ontree t al without any deposit or ©, O. D. If de- 
lizhted after usin 
yours, Otherw 
won’teven ask you why. 


FREE t Carrying een Toola, and complete 
Ae Acces 8 to thefi 00 who wiil 


test this Oliver at our ak “ut t ir con- 
fideutial cut price aud catalo Write at ce. arse 
TYPEWRITERS DISTRIBUTING SYNDICATE ow ag: 
Dept. 1089, 1510 Wabash Ave., Chi (384) eposit 






BOTTOM 
Knocked Out 
of Typewriter Prices! 


If you are the least bit interested in 
owning a Standard Visible Typewriter ata price 
much lower than you ey 
paymentssosmall you won’t missit, w rite today for 


EXPRESSION 
IN 
TAXIDERMY 


is the result of years 
of experience. Our 
natural, life-like 
tings remind 
you of the way gd n looked when 
you drew your to shoot. Try our 
quality work F IRST then you’re sure to 
be proud of your specimens. 





Unique 
Christmas Gifts 


If you’re wondering what to give this 
Christmas—if you are tired of sending 
the same old fts—then our wonderful 
collections of Game Heads, Rugs and 
Novelties will help make your Christmas 
buying this year a real pleasure. 
Leopard, Coyote, Bobcat, Mountain 
Lion, African Lion, Grizzly Bear and 
Black Bear rugs that are simply wendes 
ful in their beauty—Buffalo robes and 
Buffalo, Elk, Deer, Sheep, Antelope and 
ountain Goat heads that represent our 
very best art, and which will add the 
final artistic touch to den, hall, office, or 
dining room. 
Deer-foot inkwells, thermometers, belts 
and other novelties that make out-of-the 
ordinary gifts—write for our new illus 
trated catalog, Field Guide, Records 
of North American Big Game—aill free. 


JONAS BROS., TAXIDERMISTS 
1021 Broadway, Denver, Colo. 
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J. ANNUAL 
aw PRIZE 
ui! FISHING 
: CONTEST 


THAT CUTTYHUNK STRIPER | Bedford to Westport Point in my 35-foot 


Winner Third Prize, Striped Bass, cruiser to pick up our oarsman, Wm. 
1915 Contest a and also . decide what 5 oa 

would try in the morning. aylight 

By Edward M. Slocum brought a brisk southeasterly wind and 
UTTYHUNK! Does that name | low, heavy clouds. Cuttyhunk looked 
sound familiar to you salt-water | like the right place to try, so, after a 
fishermen? When you were hunt- | quick breakfast, we cast off. A run of 

ing for_that fish line, did you | about 10 miles against a choppy head sea 

ever wonder where the name came from? | brought us to a sheltered cove at the 
Well, I will tell you. west end of the island, where we an- 
Cuttyhunk is the western, or outer, isl- | chored and made ready for the fun. 

















wet 


NELSON'S LEATHER VEST 


Pinest jeather sleeves and body lining, will not harden from 
Snug fitting neck and wrists, Wind and cold- 








tting 
proof, Outside body of. vest made from English Corduroy, 


Mackinaw, Mole Skin Cloth, or Leather 
Cloth. With or without Roll Collar or 
Sweater Neck and Wrists. 
Wo. 191—Roll Collar, Corduroy 
dy. 26-inch back length, $11.00 
No. 301—Roll Collar Mackinaw 
Body. 26-inch back length, $13.00 
( Washable Kid leather — _ this 
garment, No, 301 
Mo. 201—Roll Collar, 
30-wneh $16.00 
NOTICE the extra length of backs 
in these carments, and they are lined to 
er “= with teather, not made with « 
ng of cloth tomake the extra 


Guaranteed or Money 
Samples of materialsand Descriptive 
Circulars Pree. 


L A MELSON MFG. CO., 301 Main St. 


La Crosse, Wis. 
Sold only direct. Not soid through dealers. 
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By WARREN H. MILLER, Editor Field and Stream 
The most up-to-the minute book on camping ever written. 
Handsomely bound in cloth 315 pages. 50 illustrations; 
without a copy of Camp Craft 
in his outfit All the modern camping outfits that you 
don’t find in the carlier books are described in this one 
AUTOGRAPHED COPY, $1.50. With a year’s subscrip- 


no outdoorman should be 


tion to Field and Stream, $2.50 


THE MEDICINE MAN IN THE WOODS 


Chap. I, Camp yee Chap. II, First Aid in the 


Woods. Price. 50 cts Vith a yéar’s subscription 
Field and Stream, $1,380." 


THE BOY’S BOOK OF HUNTING AND FISHING 


y this is your best Christmas present 
et. With a year’s subscription, $2.00. 
Send me a list of any outdoor 
books you want bought or let me select them for you. 
an save you m¢ a 7 and attend to forwarding the lot. 


If you have a I 


for 


$1.25 
BOOK SERVICE 





him 





“J - Ht r FREE Send Checks Dfrect to 


Priation Crafts Bidg., 34th St. and 8th Ave., N. Y. City 


REN. H. MILLER, Editor Field and Stream 


and of the Elizabeth Islands (off the | Leaving -Ames as boatkeeper, we pro- 


|south coast of Massachusetts), and di- | ceeded to get busy. A fine roll was 


vides Buzzards Bay and Vineyard Sound. | tumbling in on the shore from the sound 
Probably the largest and best-known bass | and everything looked favorable. On the 
fishing club in the United States is lo- | way across the bay, we had rigged our 
cated there, and for many years it was | rods and picked out about three dozen 
the summer “Wall Street.” The finest | of our best eels for bait and it was only a 
lines that could be made were used by | few minutes’ work to get our surf boat 
the members, and the trade-mark “Cutty- in shape. Our fishing boat is a 12-foot 
hunk” soon came to be the standard in bass | 6-inch Hand V-bottom, without  skeg, 
lines. To-day the name is to be found on | and is in every way the best boat for the 
almost every grade of saltwater lines, and |; business I have ever found. It is a fine 
denotes almost nothing now. sea boat, and being entirely smooth on the 

But to get down to business. My big bottom makes it a quick boat to turn into 
bass and the winners of the first, second | an extra heavy comber, ff necessary. 
and fourth prizes were all caught off the | All in, and we pushed off. Capt. Head 
south side of that same Cuttyhunk. Our | at the oars, Hand at the stern on a cross 
party, composed of Wm. H. Hand, Jr., | seat that fits over the gunnel, and _ the 
Lavon T. Ames and the writer, had made | writer at the bow. Two rods each, fully 


our regular week-end run from New | rigged, a good stout gaff hook, a box of 

















A String of Fighting Bass and Bluefish 
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Here Is 
An 


Invitation 





To Every 
Sportsman 


And 


Nature Lover 


Do you wish to become a member of the family of most distin- 


guished sportsmen and nature lovers in this country? 


opportunity. It has to do with 


Here’s your 


Forest and Stream 


A Gentleman’s Magazine 


For more than forty-three years the recognized sportsman’s authority in America. 


Forest AND STREAM is an American Institution. It founded the 
Audubon Society. It brought about the establishment of Glacier 
National Park. It helped to keep Yellowstone National Park out of 
the hands of capitalists and in the hands of the people as a big play- 
ground, just as the law originally intended. It has ever been ready, 
even at great expense to itself, to help in the protection and preserva- 
tion of our National Park System and of wild life in general. 

As in the past and at present, Forest AND STREAM will continue 
to give to its readers the most fascinating stories and the most authori- 
tative material on hunting, fishing, trap-shooting, dogs, yachting, 
canoeing, natural history, conservation, etc., etc. 

The magazine recently passed into control of interests capable of 
broadening its sphere of activity and usefulness. and capable, too, of 
putting it into that high place in the field of American periodical 
literature in which it properly belongs. It is already making marked 
progress in that direction. 

ForeEsT AND STREAM sells for 15c a copy; subscription price now, 
$1.00 a year. Beginning with January, 1917, number, $1.50 a year. 

You may just as well be in on the new American Forest and 
Stream Movement, and here’s an easy way to get in. 

DO YOU WISH TO JOIN? Then send $1.00 at once and 
we will send you, postpaid, Forest AND STREAM for twelve months 
and your choice of the following authoritative and valuable books: 


1. The Airedale - - - Publication Price $1.00 


BR Game ~« = - + i ** $1.00 
3. Modern Breaking -~ - vat ** $1.00 
4. Pocket Kennel Record - i ** $1.00 


For subscriptions to Canada, the price is $1.50. 

This offer is good only until December 31st, 1916, so if you are 
coming, come now. 

Free sample copy of Forest AND STREAM if you will write for one. 


FOREST AND STREAM PUBLISHING CO. 
118 East 28th Street New York City 


Governing Board 


C. A. AKELEY, American Mu- 
seum of Natural History, New 
York City. 

GEORGE BIRD GRINNELL, 
238 East 15th Street, New York 
City. 

C. HART MERRIAM, Biolog- 
ical Survey, Washington, D.C. 

FRANK S. DAGGETT, Mu- 
seum of History, Science and 
Art, Los Angeles, Cal. 

EDMUND HELLER, Smith- 


sonian Institution, Washington, 
B.C. 

WILFRED H. OSGOOD, Field 
Museum, Chicago, II]. 

JOHN M. PHILLIPS, Pennsyl- 
vania State Game Commission, 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 

CHARLES SHELDON, Wash- 
ington, D. C. 

GEORGE SHIRAS, 3rd, Wash- 
ington, D. C. 


WILLIAM BRUETTE 
Editor 


Mail this coupon today 


F. &. S—12-16 


FOREST AND STREAM 
118 East 28th St., New York 


Name 


ea | 





STREAM for one year and book No. . 
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Enclosed find $1.00. Please send Forest AND 





Come to Detroit 


e Automobile 


Det: 
trained men get 
Preference and jobs 
quickly. Think what it 
Means to learn in the Michigan 
State As uto School, _ Beste whee ond ree 


ateies verywhers 
*, garage men, Hun- 
business for themsel ve 


“oe $75 to $300 a Month 
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We teach you to har 
bulld cars from star 
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in Det roltand 1 tories. We operate West 
e Stat ts gat ont ual exper 
rical a Ju ed 
- rposes ara udents’ use, 
open sll year. Graduatein 10 t . Enter elanee 
day. Three classes daily; morning, afternoon, evening te, any 





Factory So- -operation 
We have arr: Aut 
factories to ous 't n te touch with 
men who intend going into busine 
themse vee. 


=e Back Guarantee 


W:: 


Buildings — Equipment man, tester. den 
"oq. ft. ofadditiona r space, 
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23,00 fl " man or sutomobile dealer paying 
thousands » of new rs m $7: 8 to $900 monthly or re- 
equipment, pl fr etudents fund your money. 
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> copy over the world, 


students come 





DETROIT 
THE WEART OF THE 


Act Quickly Don't Wait, 
Get full particu ‘ 

News” and New Catal ", 5 th omy 

lutely free, or better still, jump on the 

and ceme 


train, as hundreds have dor 
to Detroit, the He f 
bile Industry ’’ and 
Michigan State Auto School 
The Old Reliable schox 
A. G. Zeller, Pres. 
232 Anto Bidg., 6587-89-91 

Wood ward Av.. 11-19 Selden Av. 
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SUMMIT Gov COATS 

Country 

All out of door men 
find the Summit Town 
and Country Coat in- 
dispensable for hunt- 
ing, golfing, fishing. 
trap shooting and auto- 
mobiling. 

Has soft cold-proof 
leather sleeves and is 
leather lined for warmth 
fom cold winds. 
The patented 
Knit Nek fits 
snugly around 
the meck and 
the wristlets 
hug the arms, 
keeping 
out the 
cold and 
wind. Can 
be worn 
with or 
without a 
coat and is 
easily put 
on or off. 
Sold by 
all dealers 
every- 
where. 
Send for 
illustrat- 
ed style 
book and 
give your 
dealer's 
name. 





















Guiterman Bros. 
Dept. C. ST. PAUL, MINN. 


Gait en 





A GREAT HUNTING BOOK 


“A book of adventure of unusual 
interest,” says the San Francisco | SENT FREE 
Chronicle; *‘a book which men will F 
devour eagerly,”’ says Chicago Rec- bee 
ord-Herald; “few better books § Examination 
have been published for many a year 
past,”’ says London Sunday Times. 


HUNTING IN THE ARCTIC AND ALASKA 

By Marshall Scull 
Tilustrate Vwith 146 Photographs and Rape. 
atery of ar 
fy er bea 





Intensely in- 
1 tul 





and ° American gan 
description of oatfit 

Send No Money. Just v rname and add 
on margin, tear out Hist 

this book, all ch ag i. 
daysatourexpense, OU wine rit $2, 


THE JOHN C. WINSTON COMPANY 
1215 Winston Bldg. 


Philadelphia 




















eels, with an extra oar completed our 
equipment. A minute’s row and we 


| started casting to take a little of the first 


kink out of the live eel. Hand covered 
the off-shore rocks and the writer cast 
toward the shore into the surf. We had 
gone hardly fifty yards along the shore 
when Hand had a fine whirl and was 
fast. A good fight and we had bass num- 
ber one in the boat, a 1914 pounder. 
Often, when one is found, there are more, 
so we went back over the same ground. 


This time it was the writer’s turn, but 
all I could get was a whirl. Hand had 
another whirl, but no strike, so we de- 


cided to work along shore and come back 
again later. Inside of two hundred yards 
Hand had another whirl and strike. How 
that line did vanish! But good gear and 


know- how turned the trick, and in about | 


twenty minutes we had bass number two 
—this time a 35-pounder. 
I was beginning to wonder what I was 


there for. I had had several fine whirls, 
but not a strike. We tried the same loca- 
tion over again without any Iuck, and 


then worked along for about a half mile 
before either of us found any signs of 
fish. Then came my turn with the whirl, 
strike and set all at once. There was no 
question ‘about what to do. He was 
hooked and off all at the same time, right 
up the shore parallel to the breakers, and 
didn’t he go! I never use a cot or a 
drag, but for a few minutes, I did wish 
some one would slip a piece of ice under 
my. thumbs. They were some warm. My 
two hundred yards of 18 thread was al- 
most all out but he was slowing some, 
and Capt. Hand was rowing at a good 
clip in the same direction when the fish 
decided to change tactics. I was fran- 
tically taking in line when up he came 
full length out of water and began to 
thrash and slat, and what a sight! He 
looked six feet long, and if I had lost 
him then, we would have thought him the 
largest bass in the ocean. But the hook 
held, and I knew he must be well fast. 

I had taken in at least a hundred yards, 
and the next run was straight for the 
open ocean and deep water, and that was 
just what I wanted. There we could fol- 
low his rushes and hold on hard and I 
didn’t think he would come to the sur- 
face again. Each run was shorter until 
I worked him up to about fifty yards 
from the boat, and there he held. First, I 
would gain a yard, then lose a yard, and 
for about 15 minutes, it was give and 
take. When he did give up, it was com- 
plete, and we quickly rolled him over the 


side. Bass number three, 47 pounds and 
2 ounces. My turn was late, but worth 
while. 


We still had some good shore to fish, 
so went back again. This time it was up 
to the writer again, and I soon had an- 
other little beauty in the bottom of the 
boat. Bass number four, 20 pounds. Ia 
the next half hour, neither could hook a 
fish, although we both had strikes, and 
we decided to work back toward the big 
boat again. Almost in the same spot 
where I found my big bass, I had another 
whirl and strike and landed bass number 
five, 1914 pounds. When we had almost 
arrived back at our starting point, Hand 
had a strike and landed a 12-pound blue- 
fish. 

It was a tired but happy party that 
crossed the bay that night for home. 


PRIZE CONTEST, CERTIFICATE 
REC 


Third Prize, Striped Bass, 1915 Prize 
Fishing Contest 
Striped bass. 


Weight—47 pounds 2 ounces. 





Farmer Burns Schoo! of U29) e Bid 
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GET THIS 
ATHLETIC 


BOOK 


est cant. 
ea: nob wovtde champions, by mail. 
Frank Gotch, Farmer Burns 


Know self-defense and jui-juteu. Be able to handle strong menwith 
ease. Quickly learned at nome. book. Write ~~ state age. 
maha 








GET WHAT YOU WANT! 


@ A new and labor-saving service is being offered 
that will save youlots. @ Turn to the next to the 
last advertising page and see how easy it now is te 
secure additional information about anything ad- 
vertised in our pages. @ You can profit by and, 
we hope, like this new Service. 














eer 
r The Most Wonderful 


Outdoorsman’s Book 
Published 


It took four years to compile the informa- 





tion in this book. real outdoorsman’s 
“Book of Knowledge.’”” Not a question in 
the outdoor field that this book will not 


answer, including the 
portation laws, the 


game, fish and trans- 
best hunting, fishing and 


camping places in North America, and a 
thousand and one other features. 
The information, in the form of para- 


graphs and articles, is signed by its respec- 
tive authorities and indexed generally under 
the following main chapter heads:— 


I. Camp and Trail. 

II. Big Game Hunting. 

III. Rifles. 

IV. Woodcraft. 

V. Shotguns. 

VI. Wing Shooting. 

VII. Camp Cookery. 

VIII. Trout Fishing. 

IX. Bass and Muscallonge. 

X. Salt Water Angling. 

XI. Miscellaneous Angling Data. 
XII. Medicine, Transportation, Etc. 
XIII. Fish and Game Laws. 

XIV. Where to Go. 


XV. General Cross Index. 
Here is a real Christmas present for your 
shooting companion, a “Book of Knowl- 


edge” that every boy should own—the Out- 
doorsman’s Handbook. 


352 Pages. 


Bound in indestructible olive-duck 


Profusely and accurately illustrated with 


photographs and drawings. A few copies of 
this book will be ready about December Ist. 


Price $1.50 postpaid 
With a year’s subscription to Field and Stream $2.00 


Orders will be filled 
Published under the auspices of 


FIELD 
STREAM 


Printing Crafts Building, New York 


as received. 
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Length—493% inches. 

Girth—31% _ inches. 

When caught—Aug. 28, 1915. 
Where—Vineyard Sound. 

Rod used—Home-made bamboo. 
Reel—200-yard E. Vom Hofe. 
Line—18-thread, Thos. J. Conroy. 
Lure—Live eel. 


Winner First Prize — Large-Mouth 
Bass, Va., W. Va., Del., Md. Division, 
1915 Contest 


By E. R. Lafferty 


HE evening of August 21, 1915, 

eight or ten of us took train 

for the Providence Forge Fish- 

ing and Hunting Club, twenty- 
five miles from Richmond. 


The next morning I was up early and 


ready for a try at the bass. The keeper, 
Red Holmes, had arranged to paddle the 
boat and give me a chance at them till 
time to cook breakfast. 

So up one side of the pond we 
went, working every likely place, without 
getting a single strike. We then turned 
and worked down on the other side. 

We had rowed halfway back when I 
made a cast between the bare, out- 
stretched limbs of an old half-submerged 
tree-top, sixty feet from me. 

The bait hadn’t more than hit the spot 
before there was a tremendous splash, 
and the brg fellow was on. At first, I 
could not budge him, because, as my pad- 
dler later said, “He just ‘sot’ back on that 
bait,” and was churning the water so vig- 
orously. Just here is where an expert 
handler of the paddle and boat came in. 
Red called to me, “hold him steady,” and 
with two or three quick, powerful strokes 
of the paddle had the boat going and 
made that bass follow and come ,out in 
the open. It was a dead strain on rod 
and line, but it was that chance or proba- 
bly the loss of the fish, for if he had been 
allowed to stay there a few moments 
more he would have gone to the bottom 
and tangled the line around the many 
limbs there. 

After he was out in the open water he 
went to the bottom and buried himself 
in the long pond moss. I had to pump 
him out of that, and he came up with a 
rush, breaking water and darting away 
at a terrific speed that made the reel sing. 
After checking the old fellow I began 
reeling in, and thought I had him com- 
ing fine, had brought him near the boat, 
when he took a notion he had been on 
this side of the boat long enough and 
would try the other side a while, so with- 
out a moment’s warning he shot under 
the boat. I gave him line, and as quickly 
as possible got the line around the bow 
of the boat. 

His mad rushes and jumps, trying to 
dislodge the bait, began to tell on his 
strength, until finally he had to give up, 
and was brought around to the Indian, 
who quickly had him in the boat, via the 
thumb and forefinger route—we having 
no landing net. 


PRIZE CONTEST CERTIFICATE 
RECORD 


First Prize, Large-Mouth Bass, Va., 
W. Va., Del., Md. Division, 1915 Prize 
Fishing Contest 


Weight—9 pounds. 
Length—24 inches. 
Girth—17!'4 inches. 
Caught—Aug. 22d. 
Where caught—Mirror Lake, Va. 
Rod—Heddon. 

Reel—Meisselbach Free Spool. 
Line—Kingfisher. 
Lure—Heddon Bluehead. 
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HOLIDAY SHOPPING | 
WITHOUT LEAVING HOME 


How would you like to sit comfortably in your home and 
take a trip through our store. You can view our whole line of 


Sporting Goods, Guns, Rifles, Fishing Tackle, Camp 

Goods, Golf, Tennis, Athletic Goods, Kodaks, Watches, 

Cutlery, Games, Leather Goods and Novelties. 
Send us your name and address and we will send you our Catalogues 


containing about Fifteen Hundred Tllustrations Free. 
> - 


Your orders will receive the same attention as though you had called in person. 


atts FV L&D, 7 ee an 


Equipment INCORPORATED Careful Service 
New York 


VON LENGERKE & DETMOLD, Inc. 



































200 FIFTH AVENUE _ Bet. 23 and 24 Sts) NEW YORK, N. —_I} 


Make more on your furs by sending 

them tous. Our prices are famous amongst 
hunters and trappers all over the country. We 

were the first to get out aclassified price list 

that lets you know exactly what to expect for 

your furs. We make no deductions from pub- 
lished prices on any pretext of commission, trans- 
portation, etc. Liberal grading. Promptreturns 

a Will submit offer and keep furs separately when requested. 
Write today and get our mailing list. Then you will be 
kept informed of the market so no one can take advantage 
of you. Weare in manufacturing centers and have old es- 
tablished outlets. Our foreign connections are still active. 
ER BROS. & CO. Dept. G2. 


416 M. Dearborn St., Chicage 123 W. 29th St., Mew York (16) 














The BOY'S BOOK 
Of Hunting and 


Chapters on bass, trout and muscallonge fishing, 
tackle for boys, choosing a gun, trap shooting, | | 
wing shot lessons with the hand trap, quail, os E 

goose, rabbit, shore bird and duck shooting, ARBL S 
rifles and how to become marksmen, camping 
outfits for boys, tents, cook kits, camp cooking, 


the hunting and fishing camp, woodcraft and 
permanent camps. 


Special Field and Streamter one year - - $1.58 
Offer; The Boy's Book of Hunting and Fishing 35 25 ( Our Price 


FIELD AND STREAM PuB. co. || MARBLE ARMS 
461 Eighth Avenue New York City 


By WARREN H. MILLER, ftv « srecan 


Practical Camping Out, Wing 
Shooting and Game Fishing 


—THEN THIS IS THE BOOK FOR HIM! 
291 pp. 70 “how to” illustrations, $1.25 net 


No Finer Gift for 
One Who 
Hunts 












This 
outfit is 
just the 
thing that 
every hunter 
or outer will 


Satie Ge Ses Ghar best appreciate 
of all things you 
could give him or her, 


Fishing 








has proven the best for years. 


The Game-Getter Gun is two guns 
in one—upper barrel (rifled) shoots .22, 
lower (smooth) shoots .44 shot or round 
ball; lengt hs 12, 1S and 18 inches. Stock 
folds, Shoulder holster furnished. Coat 
Compass attaches to coat, always in 
sight. Safety Pocket Axe has 
guarded blade. Hunting 
nives a06 Canes steel; 11 











HAVE YOU A BOY?— 





















































$275 25 Write for Free Catalog Marble makes 60 Out- 


ing Specialties. a) 
ASK YOUR 
DEALER 






































4 Day's Catch 


A Paradise for the Angler and Huntsman 


No better quail, turkey, duck, squirrel and deer 
hunting inthe South. That com! heed @ vith excellent 
fishing makes this the ideal Winter spot for the sports- 
man. One may paddlea boat wi thin the hotel grounds 
or it is just a short run tothe Gulf, where huge trout 
and LJ ps h may be caught. OurClub House affords 
a dandy camping place for those guests who wish to 
fish and hunt at the Gulf. Guides are available and 
every comfort is pro vided. Another big attraction 
here is the Sulphur-Saline Mineral Water—a curative 
water of acknowledged merit. 

rhe hotel is first class, modernly equipped and lux- 
uriously furnished ' 
Cuisine of the very 





st. 

In a nutshell, this 
is the one Florida re- 
sort where are com- 
bined sport, health, 
rest, comilort, recrea- 
tion and amusement. 

Rates and literature 
on request. 


HOTEL HAMPTON 
Hampton Springs, Florida 


Pullmm Service via 
Atlanta, Georgia 





A Day’s Shoot 














Good Sport in the South 


On my large, old rice plantation ten miles from George- 
town, S. C., I have some of the finest shooting for deer, 
turkeys, ducks, quail, rabbits, squirrels and snipe in this 
part of the South. The finest fishing, both fresh and salt 
water, on the coast Private fresh water lake excellently 
stocked, few hundred feet from camp Most exciting deer 
hunting with well trained horses and hounds A remark- 
ably attractive locality for visiting sportsmen. I have a 
large plantation home overlooking the water and bunga- 
lows which I use as lodges for visiting sportsmen, and to- 
gether with excellent Southern cooking, I can promise you 
a long-to-be-remembered trip 

Write at once and state when you can come, as I can 
take care of only a limited number and must know in 
advance. 


F. E. JOHNSTONE 


Georgetown, P. O. South Carolina 


FINEST OF HUNTING 


FOR DUCKS, DEER, TURKEY, 
PARTRIDGES, SNIPE, FOXES 


{ on my hunt- 








and other small game is to be ha 
ing preserve of nearly five thousand acres located 
on Waccamaw Neck, one of the finest spots along 
the Atlantic Coast. Will supply guides, teams, 
duck boats, bird dogs—in fact, everything except 
guns and ammunition. Hot and cold running 
water and food of the very best. Boat communi- 
12 miles away. Can ac 





cation with Georgetown, 


commodate but a limited number, so write early 
and make arrangements. 


RALPH NESBITT 
Caledonia-on-the-Waccamaw, Waverly Mills, S. C. 
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In this issue we are giving our read- 
ers a further list of the best hunting 


|and fishing localities in the Southern 


States. Should you wish additional 
information on any form of Southern 
hunting, salt or fresh water fishing, we 
are er at caval service. 


SOUTHERN STATES 
Mvers, Lee County, Florida, 
Atlantic Coast Line Ry. 
Accommodations at “The Bradford,” 
Peter Schutt, proprietor. Guide $5 a day. 
Tarpon, jewfish, kingfish, channel. bass, 
jackfish, trout, Spanish mackerel and 
many smaller fish. Deer and turkey. 

Camp Walton, Santa* Rosa County, 
Florida, reached by the Louisville & 
Nashville Ry. to Pensacola; then by 
steamer to Camp Walton. Accommoda- 
tions at the Gulf View Hotel, Theodore 
Staff, proprietor, for $10 a week. Guides, 
$2 a day. Large-mouth bass, sea trout, 
redfish and bluefish. Quail, deer, turkey 
and ducks. 

30ca Grande, Lee County, Florida, 
reached by the Atlantic Coast Line Ry. 
to Arcadia; then by the Charlotte Har- 
bor and Northern Ry. to Boca Grande. 
Accommodations at the Gasparilla Inn 
for $4 and up a day. Trout, mackerel, 
rovalla and jewfish. 

Naples on the Gulf, Lee County, Flor- 
ida, reached by the Atlantic Coast Line 
Ry. to Fort Myers. Accommodations at 
The Naples Hotel, Cruyton & Cassing- 


Fort 


ham, managers. Wild turkey and deer. 
Also fishing. 
Ocala, Marion County, Florida, 


reached by the Seaboard Air Line Ry. 
Accommodations at Harrington Hall, R. 
T. Adams, proprietor, for $2a day. Black 
bass fishing. 

Useppa Island, Lee County, Florida, 
reached by the Seaboard Air Line or At- 
lantic Coast Line Ry. to Arcadia; then 
Harbor and Northern 
then by motorboat 
Accommodations at 


30ca Grande; 
Island. 


Ry. to 
to Useppa 


|the Tarpon Inn, for $3 a day, $21 a week. 


| reached by the 


| turkey. 


Tarpon, kingfish, sea trout, bluefish, jew- 
fish and Spanish mackerel. 

Eustis, Lake County, Florida, reached 
by the Atlantic Coast Line Ry. Accom- 
modations at the New Ocklawaha, for 
$4 a day. Large-mouth black bass. 

Palatka, Putnam County, Florida, 
Atlantic Coast Line Ry. 
Accommodations at the Putnam House, 


W. T. Ledbetter, proprietor, for $3 a day. 
Guides, $3 a day. Large-mouth bass fish- 
ing. 


Homosassa, Citrus County, Florida, 
reached by the Atlantic Coast Line Ry. 
Accommodations at The Rendezvous, T. 
D. Briggs, proprietor. Deer, quail and 
Also duck shooting. 
Palm Beach County, 


Salerno, Florida, 
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FISHING 
HUNTING 


of the very best at South 
Clermont, Fla., a delightful 
Winter Resort. 


There's plenty of quail, deer 
and turkey for the man who 
loves to shoot and unex- 
celled bass fishing for the 
enthusiastic angler. 





This is the place where the 
first and second prize win- 
ners in the bass class of 
Field and Stream’s contest 
were caught. 


For terms and further in- 
formation address 





HUTCHINSON HALL 


South Clermont - Florida 








-Unexcelled Tarpon Fishing 


holds first place 
Fishing Con- 
was caught 


The tarpon which now 
FIELD AND STREAM’S — Prize 
test, which will close on Jan. Ist, 


here. That will give you an idea of the exciting 
sport awaiting you anglers who enjoy battling 
with a monstrous fish. And not alone that— 


we have corking good quail, deer, turkey and 
duck shooting. In short, this is one of t 
very best resorts in the South for the enthust- 
astic sportsman. 

Accommodations and food of the 
Make your reservations early 


PETER P. SCHUTT, Prop. 
Hotel Bradford Fort "Myers, Florida 


NAPLES ON THE GULF 


HUNTING, FISHING, 
GOLF 


Hcstel Opens December 20th 
Booklets furnished on request 


E. W. CRAYTON, Mgr. 
NAPLES ON THE GULF, FLORIDA 


Finest Hunting Field in the South 


very best 








Quail, Turkey, Deer and other Game. Guides, 
Dogs, Shells, Autos, Horseback-riding, Srap-shoot 
ing, Boating and Fishing to be had. Splendid 


Roads. Delightful Climate. Magee's Chlorinated 
Lithia Water free toall guests. Special rates given 
families, Ladies pleasantly entertained. 

R. H. EASLEY, —— 
Hotel Grace, larksville, 
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ERE Congronee the Distinguished Rep- 
aie sae of the Worlds of Fashion,Art, 
Literature, Science, Commerce and States- 
B manship. American or European Plan. Every 
8 Convenience, Comfort and Luxury. Visit 
the famous Submarine Grill and the 
fee... Jorgeous Peacock Room.Grand Opera 
Pirsee oy Concerts in the Grand Promenade. 


HEALTH RESORTS 


GALVEZ GALVESTON ‘Robertson- Blackman Sanitarium 


Atlanta, Ga. Not a hospital. Complete 












REATEST-HOTEL 
UCCESS ORE 
. RAYMG cor £ 


DIRECTLY ON THE OCEAN FRONT 
The finest product of American — 
iwi ata cost of more than $5,000,0 

WHITE,Prest. J.W. MOTT, Gen. Mar. ae 


ATLANTIC CITY N. J. 

ATLANTIC CITY,N.J. 
Galen Hall. Hotel and Sanatorium. 
New stone, brick & steel building. Always 
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open, always ready, always busy. Table | i: New $1,000,000. Hotel 
\ es ¥ ater Treatment, Dietetics, Milk and 
jand attendance unsurpassed. A sasha on Gu! of Mexico. At- Re st Cure, Medication, Oste opathy. 
i % jentic C OftheSouth.| Disorders of Nutrition and Elimina- 


BOSTON MASS. 

















| —, —— ngBathing-Fishing | tion. Cheerful, home ike surroundings. 

H od E L. — — BOYLSTON STREET as = mamma ttt Teams. colf tarin - {|| Excellent climate. Cuisine the best. 

THORNODI OPP. PUBLIC GARDEN | | 2 Book Write for illustrated booklet and rates. 

E eof BOSTONS, BEST H OTELS sen — fet | wth rnb. Mi cnreteais.nnt- 
r Circular.-Box 21 — Linfield Damon, Sra. 














_ TRAVEL _ —— oe 3) FOR RHEUMATISM 


“PALM BEACH By-the-Sea,” Fla. | 7 <~~==an~2-a PARK HOTEL 


MOUNT CLEMENS, MICH. 


“Palm BeachHotel” #3: iss ie % SEABOARD AIR LIN LINE RY RY. A 
Washington, Ric hmond and the noted Send for booklet. P. 0. Box 247 


pt ty Y sata steel trains via shortest route through 
i Vcamouina RESORTS __ PASADENA CAL. 
inera ooo 
Mountain Park Hotel f.7. nai y “Southern Pines-Pinehurst-Camden”’ y Las Encinas P2s4ena, Cal, A Sanita- 











or 








One of America’s leading Health and Pleasure Re- Columbia and Savannah to the famous rium for chronic diseases. 


____ HOT SPRINCS N.C. 
FLORIDA RESORTS ®| Homelike surroundings. Individual medi- 


sorts. Golf, Tennis, Open swimming pool, Moun- 

















tain trails, Horseback riding, Orch. F.J. Fuller,Mgr W st Petersburg, Belleair, Tampa, Sarasota, | cal supervision (dietary, treatment, and 
__ SEATTLE WASH. & Bradentown, St. Augustine, Ormond, Day- be ~~ iy supervised ee 
aaah tona, Rockledge, Palm Beach, Miami. BOC , , 
HOTEL B BUTLER won gana pies Rata D NASS/ | No tuberculosis or insanity taken. 
Cafe without peer. Center of things. Taxi fare 25c CUBA AN AU ® WHERE-T0-GO TRAVEL CLUB licit 
Rooms $1.00 up; with bath $2 00up. Homecomforts Resort Booklets and schedules for the ask- solicits 
, to the traveler. A CHESHIRE Pure HELL. Mer. ing at our offices in Boston, Philadelphia, ( your membership. Let us plan your vari- 
Rt Baltimore, Washington, Buffalo. W. E. ous outings and trips. We will give you 
O-GO is the highest class, mos absolutely reliable information. on 
WHERE-T he higt 1 t CONELYN, G. E. P. A. , 1184 Broadway, N.Y. bsolutely reliable inf Don't 
effective directory in the world of publi- 








ruin your travels lac kingright advice. Ask 
city. Seen in 10 best c= oe 1 awww wae”) * Beane from Boston,’’ 8 Beacon St , forit. 


Weymouth Hei HLAND PINES INN Southern Pines, N.C. 


Home be winter golf. ights runt Kt Quail shooting. 700 ft.elevation. Just right climate. Nosnow. Pure spring water. 
Best of everything. Cottag,". Bungalows. Orchestra. rite CREAMER & TURNER, Lessees and Managers, for booklet. 


‘BATTLE CREEK FOR HEALTH. 
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‘ida 








‘Write for Beau tifully Woaatiated Booklet 



































ing THE BATTLE CREEK SANITARIUM BOX 109, BATTLE CREEK, MICH. 
ylace in eee Put PRAHA 8 acai < -aeadienianae 
ig Con = F " + 
@& | STATIONARY DUCK BATTERY |2".".°5-"\ci8,2"8.a" &:| FOR SALE 
cactline Write to ‘B. W. Mulford for full par- 
. theses located on the Great South Bay, at Babylon, Long ticulars as to accommodations, etc. Salt Cc b k T F 
key and svaumplete vequinment of ive hundred black “auek, | and fresh-water fishing. Also quail, wild | ~FECSSDFOO rout Farm 
LA. ia Se EASES ORE aeees See, ane eateestaes | Curiey, wild hogs, bobcats, red deer, black} Located on P. M. R. R., 40 miles north of 
a Sites chert bower 2 Po ae ng oo in ete, | bear and the large Florida black fox] Grand Rapids, ideally situated for club or 
ry best References from gunners, if desired. For open dates | squirrel. party wishing to propagate brook trout for com- 
and further particulars, address . , —_ mercial purposes. Finest stream of pure cold 
MAURICE B. THAYER, Mgr. Long Key, Monroe County, Florida, spring water in Michigan. Well stocked with 
euilil Babylon, N. Y. Tel. “S9 Babylon” | reached by the Atlantic Coast Line_Ry. speckled brook trout; fully equipped hatchery; 
a | Accommodations at the Long Key Fish- concrete rearing ponds. 160 acres land; about 
|ing Camp, L. P. Schutt, proprietor, for; 30 cleared; 5 acres seeded to alfalfa; several 
U RB A YSIDE HOTEL | $4 to $5 a day. Guides, $8 a day, in-| hundred young apple trees. Seven-room cement 
° > . . 7 , - ouse. hs hicke 
cluding boat. Tarpon, amberjack, barra- | >ungalow, — hou . 7 ee ~~ 
re (Headquarters Eastport Rod and Gun Club) -outa rrouper, kingfish and Spanish garage, ice house, work shop, etc.; all in ane 
ST) EASTPORT, L. i ce ed i I ’ : — condition. For full particulars, address 
> ° mackere 
The oldest Long Island headquarters for Duck Gunners, >. . - , 
with complete madera accomniodat ions and conveniences F an Palm Bo a . va —_ M — H. on SOreSS 
h guides furnished and all equipment Auto to meet trains. orida, reacnec Vv the orida as 
‘ a So " aon , ie taaee Coast Ry. Cecil Phillips is a guide here.| White Cloud + = Mich. 
;' elephone astpo a 
P Write him for rates, ete. Duck shootin 
AL. SCHWEBKE, Proprietor [2 chine . 
ORIDA | Leesburg, Lake County, — Florida, 
——— |reached by the Seaboard Air Line Ry. F ~ ] 
South NEW SPRUCE CABIN INN | Accommodations at the Lake View Ho- or a e 
; nis Senitee tm Bon i |tel, Mr. Herbst, manager, for $2.50 a > r 
des, Finest location in Pocono Mountains. Shooting season | tel, J . , £ 3 De esate x / / ’ 
aaa oe October 15th. Grouse or Pheasant, and Woodcock. | day. Bass fishing. Quail, snipe and A SHARE IN OAKLAND CLUB. 
< id Squirrels, hare, and rabbits in season. Rooms en suite | a = ia , _ 
Soins and with private bath; accommodations for families. Bowl- | ducks. Turkey, Quail, W oodcoc k, Deer. 80 
tes given ing. Pool, Tennis, Golf, Livery, Saddle Horses. Garage. | Hampton Springs, Taylor County, Flor- “wae 100,000 Acres 
ustrated booklet. Inn closes December Ist. lida, is reached by the Liveoak, Perry & mempef?s. 5. 
ae W. J. & M. D. PRICE Gulf Ry. and the South Georgia Ry. Ac- Vi N.Y 
ville, Va- CANADENSIS, PA. Cresco Station, DL. & W.R.R | commodations at the Hotel Hampton, Mr.! P.O. Box 411, Cape Vincent, N.Y. 
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Memphis Special 





Mississippi and Louisiana. 


BOSTON OFFICE, 332 Washington Street 
PHILADELPHIA OFFICE, 828 Chestnut St. 


H. F. CARY, General Passenger Agent 








SOUTHERN RAILWAY 


The Great Highway of Travel Between the North and South, the 
Atlantic Seaboard and the Southwest 
The Shortest Route—Over Most Excellent Road—Through the 
Most Interesting Section of the Country. 


Modern Through Trains with Latest Pullman Equipment and Dining Car Service 


SIX TRAINS FROM PENNSYLVANIA STATION, N. Y., DAILY 
How To § Ben iene ined 


Washington & Chattanooga Limited 


Augusta Special also carries Pullman yey one Stateroom sleeping cars, 
New York to Asheville, N. C., 


MANY IDEAL WINTER RESORTS 


Attractive localities and first class accommodations can be found at hundreds of places 
in Virginia, North Carolina, South Carolina, Tennessee, 
The tourist can select many places of alluring beauty in 
the thousands of miles covered by the Southern Railway System 


The Hunting Grounds of the South are located on the Savtheve Railway. 
Write for copy of booklet ‘‘ Where to Go This Winter’’ 


or for any information: 


NEW YORK OFFICE, 264 Fifth Avenue (Corner 29th Street) 
ALEX. S. THWEATT, Eastern Passenger Agent. Telephone Madison Square 2214 
W.H. TAYLOE, Passenger Traffic Manager 
WASHINGTON, D.C. 











United States Fast Mail 
Birmingham Special 
Augusta Special 

Aiken, S. C., and Augusta, Ga. 


Georgia, Florida, Alabama, 


BALTIMORE OFFICE, 119 E. Baltimore St. 
WASHINGTON OFFICE, 705 15th St. N.W. 
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BIG GAME FISH 


plentiful on the GULF COAST near 
CODEN, ALA. 


and winter fishing and hunting ex- 
Write for “Gulf Coast Booklet. 


Charles Rudolph 


Fall 


cellent. 





G. P. A. ’ 
Mobile & Ohio R. R. St. Louis, Mo. 














Fine Duck Shooting and 


Fishing 
Red heads,‘ black ducks, and others. 
fishing—redfish, sheepshead. 
biting fine. Write for folder 
J. E. ROLSTON, 
Rolston Hotel, Coden, Ala. 


ALLENHURST HOTEL 


Allenhurst, Florida 


Excellent 





on Indian River and Haulover Canal. Finest 
Duck shootingin U. S. Boats, etc. 
Best Trout and Bass fishing in the State. Sail 
Boats for Trolling. 


Guides, 


Speckled trout 


CAPTAIN MOLLER, Guide, 


finest sport. 





Tarrymore Hotel 


Swansboro, North Carolina 


Greatest resort for huntsmen in southern states. 
Quail, wild-turkey, duck, geese, deer and bear 
are plentiful nearby. Ideal climate—never too 
hot orcold. Seasonnowopen. Dogsand guides 
furnished. 


Good Quail Shooting! 


(Really Plenty of Birds) 


BEST CHEF SOUTH POTOMAC 
Ladies always pleased References furnished 
SHOOTING LICENSE $10.00. 


General FRANK A. BOND, Buies, N. C. 


WHITE'S GAME PRESERVE 


WATERLILY, N. C. 


situated in the middle of Currituck Sound. 
Duck, goose, swan, quail and English snipe 
shooting. Correspondence with the better class 
sportsmen solicited. We also fill orders for 
sago pond weed, wild celery and other duck 
foods, plants : and seeds in season. 


Good Hunting in Comfort 


Deer, Turkey, Quail, Snipe and Duck Shooting near 
Georgetown, S. €. I have hounds, horses, guides, boats 
decoys and all necessary accommodations for parties. Sep- 
arate quarters and arrangements can be made for parties 
wishing to camp together. A house boat with comfortable 
bunks will be furnished for ducking parties without extra 
charge for parties of three or more Will aceommodate 
eight. Fine salt-water fishing. Write for dates and ac- 
commodations 


A. DALE Box 587, Georgetown, South Carolina 
Amberjack, Sail-fish, Red Snappers, 


Barracouta and Tarpon 


Best of fishing for all the Florida game fish. 











Also 


make a specialty of harpooning big fish—whip- 
ray, stingray, sawfish and many other kinds. 
Can accommodate just four at one time on my 
auxiliary yacht, the “CORSAIR,” which assures 
each individual every comfort. Make reserva- 


tions early. 


Miami, Florida 


GRAND VIEW HOTEL 
EUSTIS, FLORIDA 


The huntsman and fisherman will find here the 
The woods abound with all kinds of 
game, large and small, and the lakes have an abun- 
dance of fish—in fact, no better fishing can be 
found anywhere in the United States. Bring your 
guns and rods when you come to Eustis, for much 
sport shall be yours. 
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P. D. Monroe, manager. Fresh and salt- 
water fishing. Ducks, squirrel, deer, quail 
and turkey. 

South Clermont, Lake County, Florida, 
is reached by the Atlantic Coast Line 
Ry. to Clermont. Accommodations at 
Hutchinson Hall, P. W. Harns, proprie- 
tor, for $2.50 a day, $15 a week. Bass 
fishing. Quail, deer and turkey. 

Astor, Lake County, Florida, is' reached 
by the Atlantic Coast Line Ry. Accommo- 
dations at the Hotel Manhattan, Kellam 
& Woodruff, proprietors. Bass fishing. 
Duck, quail and deer hunting. 


Coden, Mobile County, Alabama, 
reached by the Mobile & Ohio Ry. and 
the Bay Shore Ry. from Mobile. Ac- 


commodations at the Rolston Hotel, John 
Rolston, proprietor, for $2 a day. Guide 
$5 a day with motor boat. Sea bass, 
sea trout, redfish, black drum, sheepshead 
and tarpon. Duck shooting. 

Virginia Beach, Princess Anne County, 
Virginia, reached by the Norfolk & 
Southern Ry. Accommodations at the 
Club House, G. W. Whitehurst, pro- 
prietor. Duck and geese. 

Clarksville, Mecklenberg County, Vir- 
ginia, is reached by the Southern Ry. 
Accommodations at Hotel Grace, R. H 
Easley, proprietor, for $2 a day. Quail, 
turkey, deer and other game. Also fishing. 

Swansboro, Onslow County, North 
Carolina, is reached by the Atlantic Coast 
Line Ry. Accommodations at the Tarry- 
more Hotel. Quail, turkey, duck, geese, 
deer and bear. 

Buies, Robeson County, North Caro- 
lina, reached by the Norfolk & Southern 


Ry. Accommodations at Hunter’s Lodge, 
Gen. Frank A. Bond, proprietor. Quail 
shooting. 

Seagull, Currituck County, North 
Carolina, reached by the Norfolk & 
Southern Ry. Accommodations at the 
Sportsman Home, L. R. White. proprie- 
tor. Mr. White is a guide here and 
charges $4 a day for duck and goose 


2.50 for bay bird shooting. 
Georgetown County, 
South Carolina, reached by the Atlantic 
Coast Line Ry. Accommodations at the 
plantation of Frank Johnstone. Mr. A. 
Dale, Box 587, can also accommodate 
eight people. Quail, turkey, woodcock, 
ducks, geese and snipe. 
Caledonia-on-the-Waccamaw, 
Mills, Georgetown County, South Caro- 
lina, reached by the Atlantic Coast Line 
Ry. Accommodations at the plantation 


shooting and $ 
Georgetown, 


Waverly 





of Mr. Ralph Nesbit, for $10 a day, in- 
cluding everything—guide, etc. 
GAME TRANSPORTATION 
(Continued from November) 
It is just as important to know the 


transportation regulations where you hunt 
as it is to know the shooting laws, for 
ignorance of the law never “went” with 
any judge yet, and to illegally bring game 
into or out of a state costs just as much 
in fines as it does to illegally kill it 
Unless a man is a Philadelphia lawyer 
there is only one way to keep out of 
trouble, and that is to keep this issue of 
FIELD AND STREAM, with this exclusive 
compilation of the transportation laws of 
the United States and Canada, and refer 
to it before you take that hunting trip. 
This is as important reading as you ever 
did in your life! 

The transportation laws of the South- 
ern States will appear in the December 
issue. 

The complete game laws of the United 
States and Canada appeared in October. 
ALABAMA 
Any person who takes or ships out of of 


within this State any game, unless the same be 
in personal possession of, or carried openly by, 
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That Land of Golden Sunshine v 









ead L-} There’s a choice of six hundred finny beauties tochoose from. The mighty Tarpon 4 

o \ 1 waits to give you battle in the wonderful blue waters of the Atlantic, while the Camp 
& itself, with its shady palm-trees and silvery beach, is a veritable fisherman’s Paradise. 

the The Camp consists of a number of small cottages, the central lodge and reading room and dining room and 

ro- kitchen in separate buildings. There is every facility for fishing—tackle of a wide variety, experienced guides, 


boats to your liking and a snug harbor. The Camp is under the able management of L. P. Schutt, and is 
open from January Ist to April 14th. Ask your ticket agent for detailed information or write for the beautiful 
Sunshine Booklet, an illustrated brochure giving the wonderful story of the Florida East Coast, and the palatial 
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H East Coast Hotels—free. 
1ail, For information of hotels at Nassau, Bahamas or on the Island of Cuba, 
ing. ask for Information Booklet of the Florida East Coast Railway—address ' 7 } 
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prie- the owner thereof, or person killing the same, the affiant, and are not to be shipped or car- 
and who he is in possession a hunting license, shall be ried for purposes of sale or profit, and giving, SOUTHERN HUNTING GROUNDS 
rOOsSe guilty of a misdemeanor. if the same are to be shipped, the name and 
ete ae post-office address of the person to whom to be Northampton Hunting Lodge will open fi est 
ting. ARIZONA shipped and the number and kind of the game to November 15 ‘to March” 15, “1916-19 i: "30,000- ac es 
unty, Any person who at any time shall transport be shipped. of fine hunting lands, comfortable house, with mod- 
antic from the State any bird, fish or animal pro- FLORIDA Children and consumptives not taken. For further 
tected by this Act, shall be guilty of a mis- Any person who takes, ships or transports out particulars write to . 
t the demeanor [ pt of scientific specimens on per f ithin this Stat P the bird P 2m 
—— es feowes, we S * ° * ot or within this State any o 1e birds or game 
c: Be mit f warden]. protected by the laws unless the same_ be _ in P. R. Porcher Bonneau, Berkeley Co., S. C. 
odate ARKANSAS personal possession of, or carry open [carried 











' : openly] by the owner thereof, or persons kill- 
ve unla iwful for any person to ship, ing the same who has in his possession a non 
export 


( 4 veyond the line of the State  resident’s license, if the same is to be carried ° - ‘ 
iverly any game or game fish out of a State, or a non-resident county li- C 
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° the State, shall be guilty of a misdemeanor. 

Line ini euniesinaceien teammate an al this Sans he State, shall guilty of a misdemear NORTH CAROLINA 

tation any rl deerskin, buck, doe or fawn, or any GEORGIA 

y, in- ; pees, ‘a asat me, rane, or sage-hen ve Any person who shall transport or ~ lip, or Center of Winter 

- if e-chicken, dove, wild pigeon, or any wik offer to transport or ship, any of the game : : 
duck, rail, snipe, ibis, curlew, plover, or other birds or bet ne aalemedt in Section 11 with Out-of-door Life in 
shore-birds, except for the purpose of propaga- out the limits of the State, or from the county the Middle Soath. 

‘ tion or scientific purposes, under permit, or in which the game was killed into another Four Excellent Hotels. 

who transports from the State the carcass or county in this State, shall be guilty of a mis THE CAROLINA and 
any part of the carcass of any such animal or demeanor; provided it shall a, lawful for any Cotta now Open. 

w the bird, is guilty of a misdemeanor. person duly ge gy to hunt - person aly HOLLY INN, BERK- 

: . transport, openly, the game actually killed by v 

1 hunt COLORADO him ed the county in which it was killed to ag HAR _ ra 

s, tor When any person hae kill any game quad- any county of this State, or without the State, January. 

> with ruped, such person s is soon as practicable but the person killing said game must in each 

game detach from his _ ps attach thereto the instance accompany the game so killed. Three 18- 

Proper coupon. The proper coupon, when so KANSAS hole golf : 
much dated, signed and attached to game lawfully courses and new 9-hole 
<ill it killed and lawfully in possession shall authorize Tt shall be unlawful to ship any bird or birds practice course. The 
awver Possession, use, storage and transportation of the named in Section 15 of this ac -* as pro- fairways received special 

: carcass, or any part thereof, within the State vided for in Section 25 =. 25 provides attention this year. 
ut ot during the open season and for five days there- that the game warden may issue permits to Horse Racing. Frequent 
sue of e- ._ The coupon so attached to the hide, transport for scientific purposes.] ae me ae | and 

ae head, feet or horns shall authorize any licensec PANTIE Ty steeple chasing by horses 
clusive taxidermist to dress of eran: Big, aang = KENTUCKY from private stables. 
AWS of shall render it lawful for any person to hold, It shall be unlawful to carry within or with- Tennis, model dairy, 

1 reter Possess and transport the same within this State out this State any game, provided that it shall shooting preserve, trap 
g trip. so long as such coupon is so attached. not be unlawful to transport a hunter, with his shooting. . 
y mo game lawfully killed and possessed by him. Excellent new roadsina 
uu ever DELAWARE ‘ , radius of 50 miles or more. 
Any person who holds a hunting license may . LOUISIANA . No consumptives re- 
South- mid With him, or ship within or out of the A resident amateur hunter may carry with ceived at Pinehurst. 
ember State in any one week not more than fifty reed him on any common carrier or ship when prop Throush Pullman 8 rom New ¥ 
cem pirds fifty rail birds, not more than twenty erly tagged, which tag shall contain his name and Washingt 1 Saboard Air Line Ry, 
fowl of any other species and ten and hunting license number, any game that h« Only one night from New York, Reston, Buffalo, 
United animé of each species, excepting muskrats; may have lawfully taken on any hunting trip; Chatent, Saneryh ane Cee 
rovided that such gam shall be carried or but such game cannot be offered for sale Wild Send for Ulustrated booklet gh og fal 
Yetaber. shipped nly so it may be easily inspected game protected by law, if legally taken by a r oapgieanagg 

-_ and, provided such person shall non-resident, may be transported by him from Pinehurst Office, Pinehurst N. C. 
it of oF nor r iffidavit, before some person duly any point within the State to a point out of the 
same be authori to administer oaths, that the said State, provided the same shall be accompanien 
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Breeders of good sporting dogs will find these pages particularly effective in disposing of their stock. 
of red-blooded sportsmen, the sort who can afford two or three hunting trips a year and must necessarily possess good shooting dogs. Li 
kennels in these columns and take advantage of this active market. Our rate for display advertisements is $5.00 per inch per month; classified copy 
5c a_ word per month, each number and initial in both advertisement ‘and address counting as words. 


in all cases remittance must accompany order. 


. CONDUCTED BY WARREN H. MILLER, Author of 


Field and Stream—December, 1916 
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AND 


LIVE GAME 


Fietp anp Stream readers are made up 
ist your 


No copy of less than ten words accepted and 


“Airedale, Setter and Hound.” 











,; | THE BEST IN 
| POINTERS 


Puppies, Broken Dogs and 

Brood Bitches, by Champion 

Comanche Frank, Fishel’s 

Frank and Champion Nich- 

olas R. 

Write me your wants, please. 
° . 





Box Hope, Ind. 











OF BERRY, KENTUCKY 
offer for sale Setters and Pointers, Fox 
and Cat Hounds, Wolf and Deer Hounds, 
Coon and Opossum Hounds, Varmint fj 
and Rabbit Hounds, English Blood- 
Bear and Lien Hounds; also 
All dogs shipped on 


hounds, 
Airedale Terriers, 





trial, purchaser alone to judge the qual- 
ity, Satisfaction guaranteed or money 
refunded, 60-page, highly illustrated, 7] 
interesting and instructive catalogue 
for 10c. in stamps or com. 











Hounds! Hounds! Hounds! 


Why not a well bred Fox, 
Coon or Rabbit Hound broke 





to fleld and guaranteed? 
Fox Coon and Rabbit 
Hound Pups $5.00 each, 


Buy now and know your dog 
‘ when the season opens, 
+ Stamps for reply and photos 
of dogs. 


j H.C. LYTLE, Fredericksburg, Ohio 











Oorang Airedale 
Terriers 

The 20th Century 

All-Round Dogs 


Classy Young Stock 
for Sale 
Six Famous QOorangs at Stud 
Dept.A.,La Rue,Ohio 











BOOK ON 


DOG DISEASES 
And How to Feed 


Mailed free to any address by 
the Author 


H. CLAY GLOVER CO., Inc. 
118 West 31st Street, New York 


AIREDALE, SETTER AND HOUND 
By Warren H. Miller, Editor Field and Stream 


160 pp., 30 illustrations, cloth $1.50, paper $1.00. Con- 
centrate on your hunting dogs and let the rest go. This 
book tells you how to raise and train these breeds from 
puppyhood to maturity, and there is also a chapter on the 
pointer and Irish Setter. You will need this book if you 
are thinking of keeping hunting dogs. With a year’s sub- 
scription to Field & Stream, $1.75. Send checks direct to 


WARREN H. MILLER, Editor Field and Stream 
Printing Crafts Building, New York City 


English Setters, Pointers, Beagles and Fox Hounds 
finest stock In the world, sold under positive guarantee. Our repu- 
tation is backed by Field and Stream—a lifetime in the business, 
and hundreds of unsolicited testimonials from all parte of America. 
Trained dogs and puppies shipped on trial, Send 10c, for catalogue, 
prices, photographs, etc. HOPE WELL KENNELS, Stewartstown, Pa. 





























Name on Collars are 
indispensable and they cost no 
more than the other kind, No. 5 
1.25—No. 2 Flat collars 75c— 

pike training collars $2.00. Leads 

26 50c. Couplers 50c, 





A WORD FOR THE IRISH WATER 
SPANIEL 


Frecp & Stream Pus. Co.: 

I have my November issue of your 
publication, and note its appearance in a 
new dress, so to speak. I really consider 
it a decided improvement in many ways. 
But this is not why’ I am writing you 
this letter altogether. There is an article 
appearing in it which has sort of aroused 
my ire. I refer to the one on “Retrievers 
and Rettieving,” by Mr. L. E. Eubanks. 
I shall be blunt when I say that I con- 
sider it a-poor article for one to write, 
who puts himself forward as an authority 
on this subject. Has Mr. Eubanks ever 
heard of a dog called the Irish water 
spaniel? A dog who can “give cards 
and spades” to all your Chesapeakes and 
Irish Setters. 

The Irish water spaniel is a dog that 
stands pre-eminent for all forms of water 
retrieving. His coat is practically water- 
proof and affords him absolute pro- 
tection from the coldest water. For nose 
he has a Chesapeake skinned a thousand 
yards, and, what is equally important, 
you will always find him just the same; 
he never gets stubborn or sulks like our 
Maryland friend. He will also make good 
on quail or other upland birds, though I 
will not (being candid in the matter) 
class him with a well-trained setter or 
pointer. 

The balance of Mr. Eubanks’ article is 
good, particularly his points on gun-shy- 
ness and the method of introducing a 
youngster to the gun. I believe I can 


safely say that I am the largest breeder 
of these dogs in the United States, and 
I have. just about 


I have only just begun. 


concluded the purchase of one of the most 
noted prize-winners of this breed that 
could be found in Ireland, and with him 
come two splendid bitches. 

Percy K. Swan. 


A GOOD DOG FOR THE CHIL- 
DREN 


Fietp & ‘Stream Pus. Co.: 

1. What kind and where would you-ad- 
vise a young man buying a pet dog that 
can get along with children, but need be 
no hunting dog. 

2. I never had a dog and would like 
to know when to buy? Should young or 
old dog be bought? 

3. How large a place should dog have? 

4. How warm should place be kept in 


winter. Cyrit C. Bosione. 

Ans.—l. Get an Airedale from any 
good breeder advertising in Fiero & 
STREAM. 


2. The best age to buy is 8 months, but 
the cheapest, 2 months. 

3. Give him the run of the house and 
grounds. 

4. Make the kennel raintight and just 
large enough for the dog to stretch out 
in. His body heat will warm it.—Eb. 


THE LLEWELLIN SETTER 


Fiero & StreAM Pus. Co.: 

Seeing your offer to answer questions, 
will ask are all English setters white and 
red spotted; are all Llewellin setters 
black and white, with tan tips under eyes 
and on lower part of upper lips, and 
which is the best breed of dogs for quail 
hunting? J. E. Grtrespre. 
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Courtesy Percy K. Swan 





THAD DORSEY C . Guntersville, Ala. 


Fine Examples of the Irish Terrier 


( 








id- 
lat 
be 


ike 


or 


ye? 
in 


any 


but 


and 


just 
out 








Field and Stream—December, 


DOGS 
NORWEGIAN BEAR DOGS, Irish Wolf- 
hounds, English Bloodhounds, Russian Wolf- 
hounds, American Foxhounds, lion, cat, deer, 


wolf, coon and varmint dogs. All trained. 
Shipped on trial. _ Satisfaction guaranteed or 
money refunded. Purchaser to decide. Fifty- 
page highly illustrated catalogue. 5-cent stamp. 
Rookwood Kennels, Lexington, Ky. 


FOR SALE—Coon, Fox and Rabbit Hounds, 
thoroughly trained on fifteen days’ trial. Partly 
trained dogs and pups. Illustrated catalogue 10 
cents. Homestead Kennels, Fred Little, Megr., 
Plainfield, Indiana. 

TRAINED RABBIT HOUNDS, Foxhounds, 
Coon, possum, Skunk, Squirrel dogs. Setters 
and Pointers. Pet and Farm Dogs. Ferrets. 
Catalogue 10c. Brown’s Kennels, York, Pa. 

BEAGLES—Broken dogs, bitches and puppies, 
$3. ~" up. Trial. Geo. Walter, Seven Valleys, 


“Now IS THE TIME to buy your hunting 
dogs. . We have trained and untrained Coon, 
Skunk, Rabbit and Fox Hounds. Prices reason- 
able. Enclose stamp. T. M. Frump, Route 10, 
Hillsboro, Ohio. 


THREE fifteen-month-old Airedale 
$20.00 to $30.00. One 45-lb. stud $50.00. 
Stephenson, Boyne Falls, Mich. 


ROCKAWAY BEAGLES—Royally bred. Tell 
us what you want. Rockaway Beagles, White- 
house, 


FINE five months’ black, white and ticked male 
Pointer pup, by Double Champion Arnaud Ham 
ex Lady Dolly. Price $25.00. Wonderful op- 
portunity for anyone wanting the best blood in 
the country. S. McElroy, Ridgewood, N. J 


FOR SALE—A well-broken Setter, trained on 
partridge, quail and grouse. Price $40.00. Also a 
trained Coon and Possum Hound for $50.00. 
Glenwood Kennels, Corbett, Maryland. 


LLEWELLYN ENGLISH SETTER pups, 5 
months old, from registered bench show winning 
and highly trained, actual field working stock. 
Large, handsome pups. Thoroughbred Setter 
Kennels, Edgewood, —_ 


FOR SALE—Airedale Terrier pups, born 
October, 1916. Best of breeding, eligible to 
registration. If you are locking for a ~-— 27 
pup at a very reasonable price, address J. 
Trine, Bagley, Wis. 


POINTERS—Twenty beautifully marked pup- 
pies, September whelped, from best broken, nat- 
ural bird finding strains. Breeding contains 
“Fishel’s Frank” and “Hard Cash” close up. 
Price $15.00 and down, all registration papers. 
Description, pedigrees, photos. Have plenty 
stamps. Stanley Murray, Rockport, Indiana. 


Bitches, 
3. = 


Ig1i0 


Ans.—All Llewellins are English set- 
ters, the name Llewellin referring to a 
special strain developed by Mr. Llewellin. 
| So many of them were imported into our 
country that nearly all the English setters 
in the country are more or less Llewellins. 
A dog showing Llewellin on both sides 
would be classed as a pure-bred Llewellin, 
the color markings have little or nothing 
to do with it. For quail any English set- 
ter is good, pure-bred Llewellins winning 
no more stakes than outcrosses and 
Laveracks.—Eb. 


* 


A CASE OF BRONCHITIS 


Frecp & Stream Pvp. Co.: 


I have a valuable collie dog which has 
a bad cough which is causing him to grow 
very thin. The coughing spells come 
mostly between 12 P. M. and morning, 
and each time he coughs he raises phlegm 
Can you tell me what to do, or if this is 
incurable? 


Jack Howarp. 


Ans.—It looks like a case of bronchitis 
to us. How is he beirg kennelled now? 
Are his quarters dry and clean? You 
had best keep him indoors for a week 
or so and give him a tablespoonful of 
codliver oil on his food at every meal. 
When he returns to his kennel see that 
it is free from drafts by hanging a flannel 
curtain across the door, with sand in the 
hem so as to hang it flat. Often a dog 
has chronic cough from draughty kennel, 
due to too large or too open a door. 
Finally, is he free from stomach worms. 
| Cough occasionally comes from them, 
and he will cough up one now and then. 
Give one teaspoonful of syrup of buck- 
thorn once a week until clear of 
worms.—Ep. 





ENGLISH SETTER Puppies from very good | 


registered parents. Write for description of 
breeding. Prices right. E. B. Rounseville, R. 
F. D. No. 3, St. Peter, Minn: 


MANGE Eczema, Ear Canker, Goitre. cured 
or no charge. Write for particulars 
describing trouble. 


ECZEMA REMEDY CO. Hot Springs, Ark. 
SHOOTING DOGS from a quail country. 


Registered Pointer pups for sale. . R. Bond, 
Jr., Brownsville, Tenn. 


FOR SALE—One male Pointer bird pup, six 
months old, liver and white, ready for Fall hunt- 
ing. Will retrieve and point now. A Bargain. 
Price $15.00. J. F. Kirstler, Anna, Ill. 


WANTED—Pointers and setters to train. 
Game plenty. Trained setters for sale, also 
some good rabbit hounds. Dogs shipped on trial. 
Dogs boarded. Stamp for reply. O. K. Kennels, 
Marydel, Maryland. 

FOR SALE—Registered Russian Wolfhounds. 
Female puppies of excellent breeding, $25.00 
each. Arkansas Valley Kennels, Cimarron, Kan- 
sas. 

BEAGLES and Rabbit Hounds. Cheap. $10.00. 
up. Trial. Puppies—males, $4.50; conte’ $3.50. 
A. C. Henry, Glatfelter, P Pa. 


FERRETS—$3.50 each; $35.00 dozen. Sacks, 
50c, muzzles 40c. Rabbit Dogs $15.00. Stamp. 
Dalton, Wellesville, Ohio. 

FOR SALE—Registered Setter bitch, three 


years old. Pedigree, also photo on stand. Shipped 
on approval. Price Thirty Dollars. Geo. Weav- 
er, Denton, Texas. 

WILL EXCHANGE well-bred Scotch Collie, 
fourteen months’ old, not registered, but pure 
stock, good markings, for good Airedale terrier, 

. D. Kelley, Santa Anna, Texas. 

FERRETS for sale; white or brown; large or 
small, either sex. E. Younger, Leavittsburg, 

io. 


FOR SALE—20 broken Rabbit Hounds, also 
Some partly broken and _ pups. Reasonable 


Prices. Photos ten cents. arry Welsh, May- 
Port, Pa. 
MOUNTAIN BRED AIREDALES — Big | 


healthy pups from big husky hunters of royal 
pte. Ozone Kennels, Box 335, Fort Col- 
ns olo. 


FEEDING THE DOG 


| Frecp & Stream Pus. Co.: 

Will you answer the following ques- 
tions about my dog? I have an Irish 
terrier that is three years old and I wish 
| to know if you think it possible to teach 
him to hunt small game, such as rabbits, 
muskrats, and so on, at his age? I would 
also like to know what is the best thing 
to feed an Irish terrier, and the quantity 
to give him? I have been feeding him 
Spratt’s dog-biscuit in kibbled form (dry), 
but he is getting tired of it. When I 





| dog-bread at all. Would it be all right to 
| leave him outdoors all winter, providing 
| he has a warm kennel, or would it be 
best to bring him in? 

Joun H. Wirxins, Jr. 


Ans.—Spratt’s is all right, but you 
should break it up with pieces of stale 
bread baked to a golden brown in the 
oven, a little meat, some table scraps and 
broth from the dog meat poured over 
the whole bowlful of feed.. This grub, 
with plenty of exercise, will keep him in 
| good shape right along. By all means 
leave him out all winter, but see that the 

kennel is high and dry, has no draughty 
cee and has a swinging curtain door 
of wool with sand in the hem to keep it 
| hanging down flat. Be sure the kennel is 
| large enough to stretch out in, yet not so 
large that his body heat cannot warm it. 
—Eb. 








feed him meat or much vegetables he has | 
eczema. He won't, eat Old Grist Mill | 





231 
YE! OWNERS OF BLOODED DOGS 


For One Dollar I will mail you a prescription, a 
tried and reliable remedy, for the destruct!on of all 
forms of Mange. Any Druggist can fillit, » 
Merrill Swain 
Second and High Sts. 


Pharmacist 
Hamilton, Ohio 





DOGS, Continued : 

HOUNDS! HOUNDS!—Pure bred; pedigreed. 
Trial. Testimonials. Beautiful pack photos, 8x10, 
twenty-five cents. Beck Hounds, Herrick, II. 

FOR SALE— ‘English Llewellyn, Irish setter 
pups and trained dogs, pointers, spaniels and re- 
trievers, good stock, prices reasonable. Enclose 
stamps for description. Thoroughbred Kennels, 
Atlantic, Iowa. 

BLACK TONGUE—Absolute 
also immunizes. Price $2.00. 
ical Co., Lexington, Ky. 

AIREDALES—Puppies, dogs or brood 
matrons. We also breed Collies. Write for 
list. W. R. Watson, Box 700, Oakland, Iowa. 

COONHOUNDS and combination hunters for 
coons, ‘possums, squirrels,  etc., thoroughly 
trained, gladly sent anywhere on free trial; 
large new catalogue profusely illustrated, the 
most elaborate catalogue of night hunting dogs 
ever printed, 10c gece Farm Coonhound 
Kennels, Selmer, Ten 

ENGLISH BEAGLE ‘PUPPIES for sale. Bred 
from bench show and field trial winners. We 
breed only high-grade stock that know how and 
will hunt, and they produce their like. Prices 
$10.00 and up. Bumo Kennels, Alburtis, Pa. 


HARLEY P. LATHROP, trainer of high class 
shooting dogs. Limited number as I individu- 
ally train each dog. Birdiest grounds in coun- 
try. Illustrated booklet. References given and 
demanded. Winter address, Bay City, Texas. 

THE PALMER AIREDALES are standard 
bred and real sporting terriers. Ground hunting 
companions on all game. Puppies $15.00 each. 
Write R. M. Palmer (Author of book “All About 
Airedales”), Colman Bldg., Seattle, Wash 

FOR. SALE—Ten thoroughly broken Rabbit 
and Fox Hounds. Good hunters and trailers. 
A few puppies, also partly broken hounds. Am- 
brose Taylor, West Chester, Pa. 

FOXHOUND PUPS— Pedigreed stock, 
hunters and stayers. 
Somers, Conn. 

IRISH WATER SPANIELS—The best duck 
dog. I breed workers from registered stock. 
Puppies, youngsters and trained dogs. Percy 
Swan, Box 30, Chico, Calif 

BEAGLE PUPPIES WINNERS— Males $4.50, 
Seougies $3.50. Broken beagles on trial cheap. 

W. Baublitz, Seven V alleys, Pa. 

M REGISTERED ENGLISH SETTER pups 
from Hartford Count and Speck Whitestone. 
Will-sell cheap or trade for guns or camp 
equipment. John Sagvold, Thief River Falls, 
Minn. 

FERRETS—Either color, large or = sriall; 
mated pairs or dozen lots. Price list free. Levi 
Farnsworth, New London, Ohio. 

ELL Skunk Dogs, Airedales, 
raised Mink, Skunk, Foxes, Ferrets. 
Quincy, Pa. 

CHRISTMAS PRESENTS—What is nicer 
than a nice puppy to give away: for a Christ- 
mas present? I have some nice St. mere ards, 
Newtoundlands, Setters, *ointers, ollies, 
Spaniels, Small Toy White Poodles fa Fox 


positive cure, 
Southern Chem- 


Parents 
Field Foxhound Kennels, 


Ranch- 
Tarman, 


Terriers. Write me what you want. Fred P. 
Kirby, Gloucester City, N. J. 

RABBIT HOUNDS for sale. Sent to try 
before you buy. Stamp for circular. Comrade 


Kennels, Bucyrus, Ohio. 

BEAGLES by Champion Uncle Sam, dam by 

Champion Bandit 2nd by Champion Fitz. Next 
dam is Champion Vanity’s Busy, next dam by 
that grand little dog, Champion Hempfield 
Little Dandy. Other A san bred pups. Clem E, 
Stewart, Centerville, Pa. 
LLEWELLYN SETTERS—Puppies from first- 
class shooting and field trial stock. Pedigrees 
and prices on request. F. O. Price, 26 Nowell 
Road, Melrose Highlands, Mass. 


GAME BIRDS, ANIMALS, ETC. 
WE ARE OFFERING at this time a few 


choice pair of gold, silver, ring neck and reeves 
pheasants, also a few pair of mallard, pin tail 
and wood duck. _Very fine stock at pair prices. 
Also a few young birds of the above variety. 
Prices on request. Fair Oaks Game Club, Wau- 


kegan, Ill. 

PHEASANTS. Lady Amhersts, Golden, Mon- 
golian. Silver, Reeves, Ringneck. Eggs in 
season. Froelk Pheasant Farm, Wickliffe, Ohio. 
RF 


FOR SALE—Fine dark Northern ranch-raised 
mink, scentless skunks, trained ferrets both 
colors, pheasants. B. Tippman, La Crosse, Wis. 

PHEASANTS—H. hs Myers, Olympia, Wash- 
ington. 4 . No. 1. 

SPORTSMEN ATTENTION! We are offering 
a few pair of very choice English Gray Call 
Ducks_at attractive prices. Fair Oaks Game 
Club, Waukegan, Ill 

MINK WANTED—Trappets. I or Mink, 
alive. Chas. Bumbaugh, Quincy, Pa. 








Thousands of readers of this magazine are lookin 


which go to make up a sportsman’s kit. 
see how short a time it will take to effect a sale. 


things you need. 


EXCHANG 


d 1 They are ready to pay a fair price f 
advertisements on these classified pages in the hopes of finding the article they want. 
: Perhaps the “other fellow” has something you want 
look over your old stuff, dig out what you don’t want, and advertise it for sale in these pages. 
The cost of this service is Sc per word. 





. 


for rods, reels, 





rifles, shotguns, revolvers, cameras, canoes, and the dozen and one other things 
i for the very things you are through with. Every month they read over the 


Meet them here, tell them briefly what you’ve got to offer, and 


and an even exchange can be arranged. Anyway, 


The money will come in handy for some of the new 





MISCELLANEOUS 


IT’S HUNTING ‘TIME 


this trip make sure of one thing—dry 
feet. It’s the simplest thing in the world to 
prevent them if you use Snow Water Shoe Grease. 


It will positively keep your feet dry. 


Anyone can 
make it—-the recipe costs only 25c. If you pre 
fer the prepared grease, send us 85c and a can 
will go forward prepaid. 


SNOW WATER SHOE GREASE CO., Lindberg, Wash. 





RAW Highest Prices Paid. Fernow pays highest 
prices for raw furs and charges no commission, 
FURS pays express or mail charges and sends re- 
turns same day furs are received. ‘‘Fernow’s’’ 
liberal assortment and grading is considered to he best 
of all by fur shippers. Before shipping your furs be sure 
and send for our price list and shipping tags for they are 
free. Write a postal today Now. 
ALFRED FERNOW, COLCHESTER, ILL., U. S. A. 


FOR CHRISTMAS—Give him or her a 
camera. We sell all kinds of new cameras and 
will take in part payment vused firearms, etc. 
Advise what you want and describe article you 
wish to trade in, or ship to us for appraisal. 
Sporting Goods Exchange, Fall River, Mass. 

WE PAY $50 monthly salary and furnish 
rig and expenses to introduce guaranteed 
at and stock powders. Bigler Company, 
X 324, Springfield, Ill. 

A REAL MINNOW-—I have recently patented 
an animated minnow that I wish to get manu- 
factured on royalty or other satisfactory basis. 
Nothing else like it on the market. It is a 
killer and will back all other artificial minnows 
off the board. Will pay you to investigate. 
Williamson, 4907-a Page Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 

MOVING PICTURE CAMERA—Professional 
outfit, $325.00. Box 1155, Tampa, Florida. 

BUFFALO HORNS in the rough. Rare speci- 
mens. A dandy Christmas present for the den 
of the sportsman. I have only a few pair left 
at $1.00 for mated pair, postage prepaid. H. R. 
French, Bradley Se 





Beach, N. 


PAPIER MACHE head forms for deer, moose, 


elk and bison. All kinds of artificial teeth. 
Glass eyes. Open mouth heads for rug work. 
Get our catalog. ’apier Mache Specialties 


Company, Reading, Mich. 

INVENT SOMETHING—It may bring wealth. 
Free book tells what to invent and how to ob- 
tain a patent through our Credit System. Waters 
& Co., 
Warder Bldg., Washington, D. C. 

NEWLY MOUNTED game heads for sale. 
Large Rocky Mountain Sheep and Goat heads. 
Large winter-killed Elk heads. Black (mule) 
and White Tail Deer heads. Moose heads. Lots 
of Moose, Elk, Deer and Buffalo horns. Quick 
sale prices. Duty free. Express prepaid on 
approval anywhere in U. S. Not a penny of 
expense or any kind of liability is incurred by 
you in allowing my goods to come forward to 


you for your examination. What are your 
wishes? Edwin Dixon, Unionville, Ontario, 
Canada. 


TO RENT—Stream for commercial trout rais- 
ing. Will furnish equipment and stock and 
give long lease; cash or shares. C. S. McNett, 
143 No. Dearborn St., Chicago, IIl. 

PROF. STAINSKY, of national reputation, 
originator of plastic art in Taxidermy. Best 
system known to science. Let us show 
proof of our claim. Ship to Colorado Springs, 
Colo., if you wish your trophies mounted true 
to life. Medals awarded at World’s Fair, Paris, 
Berlin, Chicago, St. Louis. Established 1874. 

MEN OF IDEAS and inventive ability should 
write for new “Lists of Needed Inventions.” 
Patent Buyers and “How to Get Your Patent 
and Your Money.” Advice free. Randolph & 
Co., 


Patent Attorneys, Dept. 77, Washington, 
od 
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PARALYSIS! 


| Frecp & Stream Pus. Co.: 

Would you allow me a suggestion in 
your treatment of the case of Mr. Thos. 
Irgens? I do not want to be forward 
with this suggestion, but I have had ex- 
cellent results in similar cases where you 
have a paralysis or simulated paralysis in 
the hind extremities of dogs. In addi- 
tion to your treatment, I give a few drops 
of Fowler’s solution of arsenic four 
times daily, commencing with two drops 
and gradually increasing to four drops 
four times daily. Increase a drop daily 
until the four drops are reached, then 
continue until improvement has reached 
a high degree. I am not a dog veterinary 
but just a dog lover, and treat my own 
dogs. This treatment has given me ex- 
cellent results in two such cases as Mr. 
Irgens described in your last issue of 
Fietp & STREAM. 

E. G. REPLOGLE. 





A CURE FOR WORMS 


Fretp & Stream Pus. Co.: 

As a reader of your magazine for sev- 
eral years I have had much enjoyment 
and many good suggestions from it. See- 
ing your kind offer of information I 
would like a little. I have a pointer pup 
about two months old. He seems to 
shake just like he was cold. But it is 
not that, for it is very hot. I would be 
very thankful for any information you 
can give me. LeLtanp V. Crow. 


Ans.—It looks as if your pup has 





Succeeded by Talbert & Parker, 4309 | 


| clearing 


chorea. If the shaking you speak of is 
a twitching of limbs or body muscles he 
surely has it. It is probably from worms. 
Give a dose of a teaspoonful of buck- 
thorn syrup and watch his feces for a 
out of worms. If twitching 


| still continues give him a grain of quinine 


| and nutritious. 


once a day, a hard gelatine pill buried in 
his food. See that the latter is strong 
You can’t beat good dog 


| biscuit and stale bread with dog meat 


broth over it at night and morning, and 
table soups at midday meal. Your pup 
ought to get four meals a day at his age, 
the fourth in addition to the above a 


| biscuit at 4 o’clock and a meaty bone to 





play with—Eb. 





Any question you would 
like answered about your dog? 
Ask us, we will be glad to help 
you. 














DEN CURIOS 
2 Prehistoric Indian rel- 
wics. Modern Indian 





pings. Old gana,pistols 
swords, Pioneer 
crockery, brass and pewter. 
Moose head for sale, Navajo blankets in stock. List 4c. 

N. E. CARTER, - - - Elkhorn, Wis. 


ECZEM A Psoriasis, Cancer, Goitre. Tetter, 
Old Sores, Catarrh, Dandruff, 
Sore Eyes, Rh ti N jgia, Stiff Joints, Piles, 
cured or no charge. Write for particulars and free 


sample. + 
ECZEMA REMEDY CO. Hot Springs, Ark. 











CONSULTING FISHCULTURIST—Expert ad- 
yee on all fishery matters. W. M. Keil, Tuxedo, 

DO YOU NEED a bait casting rod, a cracker- 
jack reel, lamp, tool-kit, cook-kit, compass or 

hermos bottle? This sportsman’s equipment we 
are giving away all but free with a year’s sub- 
scription to Fietp anp Stream. Write for circu- 
lar. Frecp anp Stream Pus. Co., 461 8th Ave., 
New York. 

I MANUFACTURE the BEST rifle sights, rifle 
cleaners, gun oil, fine celluloid covered (Pyrolin 
Ivory) cleaning rods and waterproof boot grease 
made. My sights will improve your shooting. My 
cleaning rods, oil and cleaning implements will 
prolong the accurate life of any gun barrel, and 
my boot grease is waterproof. Catalogue free. 
C. W. Du Bois, Box 955, Tacoma, Washington. 

SIMPLEX TURKEY CALLS “make big 
obblers easy meat.” Get one now. Price $1.00 
Sdicerad. Free circular. Liberal discount to 
dealers. Saunders Mfg. Co., Roanoke, Va. 

ANIMAL SCULPTORING AND TAXIDER- 
MY ffor select trade only. Best work in 
Americas. Let us tell you how it is being done. 
A. D. Stasche & Co., Philadelphia, Pa. 





IF YOU ARE A SUFFERER 
FROM RHEUMATISM 


due to those cold, wet nights spent in the woods, 


or the many other causes, let me tell you about 
a cure that is positive. Write now and avoid 
further pain, Send no money. 

HUGO A. LINDBERG 
Rheumatism Cure Co., Lindberg, Wash. 








ARMS AND AMMUNITION 
FOR SALE—Twenty gauge Winchester. Eight 
gauge double Hammerless Parker. oth fine 
shape. . C. Kincannon, Joplin, Mo. 


FOR SALE—Shotgun, 12 gauge, single barrel; 
good condition, $5.00 express prepaid. First 
money gets it. Also 4x5 Seneca Plate Camera, 
five plate holders, tripod and carrying case, $5.00. 
All guaranteed first class. C. H. Annes, 1306 
Grand Ave., Milwaukee, Wis. 


FOR SALE—Winchester Carbine, 32 special, 
full magazine, shotgun butt, gold bead front, flat 
top sporting rear sight. Jsed three weeks. 
$12.00. Marble Game Getter, 15-inch barrels, 
Marble flexible rear sight, $10.00. Double barrel 
hammer rifle and shotgun, 28-inch barrels, left 
16-gauge right 38-55. Weight about 7% pounds, 
cheek rest on stock, $20.00. J. K. S., care Field 
and Stream, 461 Eighth Ave., New York City. 

TWO FINE NEW GRADE H. Lefever double 
guns, samples, 30-inch twist barrels, left full- 
choke, right modified, standard weight and drop, 
sell for $33.00, my price $25.00 each. Will ship 

oO. D., growing. Segsination. Green, 





} 

| . 

| Lake St., Ithaca, 
i 


BUY, SELL, EXCHANGE all sorts old-time 
and modern firearms. Stephen Van Rensselaer, 
Antiques, 805 Madison Ave., New York. 
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sown dogs to perfection. 
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ANIMALS AND GAME BIRDS 


The Mackensen Game Park 






Everything in wild animals, game, fancy 
birds for parks, menageries, private pre- 
serves and collections of fancy fowl. 


Wm. J. Mackensen, Yardley, Pa. 
RED CUBAN GAMES 


They are the gamest, fast- 
est, and best fighting of all 
pit games, andthe most 
beautiful of allfowls. Send 
for handsome catalogue. 
“Young trios (spring 
hatch) $7.00 per tno until 
Jan, ist.” 
GEORGE W. MEANS 

Union Street, Concord, North Carolina 

















Do You Intend to Raise Pheasants Next Year? 


If so, they should be in new quarters as early as 
possible. We can furnish Silver, Golden, Mon- 
golian, Ringneck, Amherst, Reeves, Swinhoe, Elliott, 
Manchurian Eared, Versicolor, Prince of Wales, 
Peacock, Meianotus. Also fancy ducks, geese, all 
varieties of peafowl, wild turkeys, Japanese Silkies 
and Longtails. 

Send 50c for colortype catalog and new supplement. 


CHILES & COMPANY Mt. Sterling, Ky. 














Genuine Wild Mallard Decoys. Bred direct 
from the pure wild bird. No real sport with- 
outthem. Write for prices. 


SAMUEL BRATT, Jr. 


HAVE YOU A BIRD BOG? 
“The Amateur Trainer,” by Ed Haberlein. 
Force system without whip. A practical trainer 
of over 30 years’ experience, whose system is 
up-to-date and stands unequaled. 16th edition— 
1909, Merit made it famous. New edition just 
out. Illustrated. A plain, practical and con- 
cise, yet thorough guide in the art of training, 
handling and the correcting of faults of the bird 
dog subservient to the gun afield. Written espe- 
cially for the novice, but equally valuable to the 
experienced handler. By following the instruc- 
tions, plainly given, every shooter possessed of 
a little common sense and patience can train his 
Paper cover, $1.00. 
With a year’s subscription to Field and Stream, 
$1.75. ield and Stream, 461 Eighth Avenue, 
New York. 


Oxford, Md. 


Then_ you want 








STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT 
ETC., OF FIELD AND STREAM, REQUIRED B 
THE ACT OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST 24, 191: 
Published monthly at New York, N. Y., for Oct. 1, 1 
STATE OF NEw YorK, 
County oF New York § 8% 

Before me, a Notary Public, in and for the State and 
@unty aforesaid, personally appeared E. F. Warner, who, 
having been duly sworn according to law, deposes and says 
that he is the Business Manager of the Field and Stream, 
and that the following is, to the best of his knowledge and 
belief, a true statement of the ownership, management of 
the aforesaid publication for the date shown in the above 
caption, required by the Act of August 24, 1912, em- 
bodied in section 443, Postal Laws and Regulations, to 
wit: That the names and addresses of the publisher, ed- 

fr, managing editor, and business managers are: Pub- 
lisher, Field and Stream Publishing Company, 461 Eighth 
Ave.. New York City; Editor, Warren H. Miller, 461 


¥ 
912. 
916. 


Eighth ve., New York City; Managing Editor, E. F. 
Warner, 461 Eighth Ave., New York City; Business Man- 
ager, E. F. Warner, 461 Eighth Ave., New York City. 


That the owners are: Field and Stream Publishing Com- 
pany, 461 Eighth Ave., New York City; E. F. Warner, 
461 Eighth Ave., New York City; B.M. Burkhard, Norwich, 
Conn, c . and 
other security holders owning or holding 1 per cent or 
hore of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other securi- 
ties are: None. That the two paragraphs next above, 
giving the names of the owners, stockholders, and security 
holders, if any, contain not only the lt of storkhojders 
ahd security holders as they appear upon the books of the 
@mpany, but also, in cases where the stockholder or se- 
curity holder appears upon the books of the company as 
trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, the name of 

person or corporation for whom such trustee is acting, 
is given; also that the said two paragraphs contain state- 
ments embracing affiant’s full knowledge and belief as to 
the circumstances and conditions under which stockholders 
and security holders who do not appear upon the books 

the company as trustee, hold stock and securities in a 
apacity other than that of a bona fide owner; and this 
aflant has no reason to believe that any other person, asso- 
ciation, or corporation has any interest direct or 
in the said stock, bonds, or other securities than a8 60 
stated by him. 

(Signed) E. F. Warner, Business Manager. 

Sworn to and subscribed before me this 29th day of 

September, 1916 [sea] Louis 8. QuimBy. 
(My commission expires May 30, 1918.) 
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by the actual owner thereof, and is not intended 

or sale. Such wild game must be tagged and 
marked as provided in this section, and no more 
of any kind of wild os shall be transported 
— the owner thereof may lawfully take in one 
ay. 


MARYLAND 


It shall be unlawful to export or ship out 
from the limits of the State any wild game, 
water fowls excepted. Provided, however, that 
any hunter who has obtained the necessary li- 
cense to hunt within the State of Maryland, 
or any county thereof, shall be permitted to 
carry out with him as personal baggage, for 
own use and not for purpose of selling same, an 
amount of game killed by himself equal to one 
day’s bag limit, upon exhibiting his license, if 
so required. Any game shipped to points within 
the limits of the State shalt be plainly marked 
as game. 


MISSISSIPPI 


It shall be unlawful to sell any game or ship 
any out of the State. 


MISSOURI 


It is unlawful for any person who has law- 
fully killed the same, to take out of this State, 
any of the birds or game, unless the same shall 
be in personal possession of, or carried openl 
as baggage or express by the owner thereof, 
and such owner shall have in possession at 
the time a non-resident or resident license, and 
shall accompany the said birds or game on the 
same train or other conveyance of the common 
carrier. 


NEBRASKA 


It is unlawful for any resident of this State 
to ship or take within or without this State 
any birds, fowls or animals protected by the 
laws of this State except when accompanied by 
the same and in his possession on the same 
train. 

It is hereby required that any and all pack- 
ages containing fish or game shall be labeled 
in plain letters on the address side of the pack- 
age, so as to disclose the fact that said package 
contains fish or game, and the amount of said 
fish or game so contained in said package. Every 
person delivering to a common carrier a pack- 
age or parcel containing fish or game shall place 
upon said package the name and address of the 
owner or consignor of said package or parcel, and 
also place upon such package a description of 
the contents therein, containing the number of 
birds or animals of each kind and the number 
of fish of each variety. 

Game and fish lawfully killed or taken during 
the open season may be lawfully carried out 
of the State at any time during the five days 
next following the end of the open season, un- 
der the provisions and restrictions hereinbefore 
provided. 

It shall be unlawful for any person to ship 
tnto or through this State from any other State 
any fish or game prohibited by the laws of said 
State to be shipped or transported. 


NEW MEXICO 


Whenever any game or fish is presented for 
transportation in a box, barrel, cenilnai or other 
covering, so that said game or fish is not plainly 
visible, the consignor shall put on the outside 
of such covering a plain label indicating the 
contents. 


NORTH CAROLINA 


No person shall transport beyond the limits 
of this State any of the partridges, pheasants, 
quails or wild turkeys, snipe or woodcock, or 
non-game birds referred to in this act killed 
or captured within this State. It shall be un- 
lawful for any person to deliver or receive for 
transportation any receptacle containing birds 
or game unless the same shall be labeled with 
the name and address of the owner and con- 
signor and with the kind or kinds of birds. 


OKLAHOMA 


It shall be unlawful to transport from the 
State to any point beyond its boundaries an 
game animal, game bird or non-game bird, 
except as provided by the laws, or to transport 
such game or non-game birds to any point within 
this State; except that persons may carry with 
them to any point within the State all game 
or fish lawfully purchased or killed. 


SOUTH CAROLINA 


It shall be unlawful for any transportation 
Cumpany to receive for shipment any of the 
game birds or auimele of this- State unless the 
packages containing them stat he Jabeled so 
as to show the wa and consigue., +he 
number and names of the birds and animals, 
and that they are not being shipped for sale, 
except wild duck, rail and rice birds, or other 
birds that it is lawful to sell. 


SOUTH DAKOTA 


Every person who shall have procured a big- 
game license shall be entitled to carry, ship or 
transport about within the State, or to points 
outside of the State, the skin, head, horns or 


the whole or any part of the carcass of a deer 





killed by him. 






TAXIDERMY 








GET BIGGER PROFITS THIS SEASON 


RAWFURS 


RAW 


Direct to a house who can afford to pay more. 
Why do we pay Highest Prices with most re- 
liable assortments? Because we are manu- 
Jacturers with years of reliable dealings and 
therefore can divide the dealer’s profits with you. 
Send for price list which will give references 


and quotations. 
265-67 Main St. 


H. HAIMOWICZ rirensos 


ESTABLISHED 1894 NEW JERSEY 


























EXPERT TAXIDERMY 
Big Game Heads, Rugs and Birds 


The F. W, Lewis Co. New Bedford, Mass. 








* GAME HEADS AND SCALPS 
also whole body Moose, Elk and Deer specimens 
for mounting. Horns on skulls and guaranteed 
long neck scalps of Moose, Elk, Deer, Rocky 
Mountain Sheep and Goat for mounting, all per- 
fect in every way and guaranteed to please you. 
Duty Free. Delivery guaranteed any where in 
U.S. A. by express. Reasonable prices, 
EDWIN ON 


Dealer in Game Heads. Unionville, Ontario 











The EXCELSIOR SPORTSMEN’S BELT SAFE 


Just what I have been look- 


ing for—has the expres- 
sion of every man we have wn 
it to— of Brass, Nickel 


Made 
Plated, Gun Metal or oxidized 
and furnished complete with 
fancy Canvas Belt for $1.00. 
Will keep money—jewels— 
watch—cigarettes or matches perfectly safe and dry. 


HYFIELD MFG. CO., 21 Walker Street, W. Y. City 


MORRIS CANOES 


= 


The canoe of refinement. Consult the catalogue. 


B. N. MORRIS, Inec., 600 State St., Veazie, Me. 


























Due to the hundreds of requests we have had for repro- 
tions, of Hy. S. Watson’s famous paintings that are 


appeariNg'u~ ane covers, we have arranged, through a 











new process, to hav~= limited number of these covers 
reproduced in oil, size 7Xo5<8_ so that it is difficult to 
tell them from the originals. 

We are only making up 500 of each Ot hese covers for 
those of our subscribers who really want te a+ prac. 
tically cost to us, that is 50c each, or $1.75 with 4 sears 
subscription to FIELD AND STREAM, If you a. 


already a subscriber we will extend your subscription 
one year from the date of expiration. 

FIELD AND STREAM PUBLISHING COMPANY 
Printing Crafts Bidg, 34th St. and Sth Avenue, New York City 














Holiday Gifts 


and gift suggestions for sportsman, guide, friend and self are 
advertised in many of these pages. 


The busy buying time is near at hand and we stand ready 
and anxious to help you through our 


SERVICE FOR OUR READERS 


As few men can exactly picture an article from a limited descrip- 
tion of it, manufacturers print booklets, catalogs, etc., for distribution. 
If you are at all interested those manufacturers are waiting for your 
name and address. 

USE THE COUPON BELOW AND SAVE SOME LETTER WRITING 


INDEX TO ADVERTISERS 


We Guarantee 


the reliability and business integrity of the advertisers in our pages. In registering .a 
complaint of unsatisfactory treatment it must be shown that in the correspondence with the 
advertiser, mention was made of the advertisement having been seen in FIELD AND 
STREAM and the complaint must come to us within ten days of the receipt of the goods. 
This guarantee does not cover Sale, Want and Exchange as in such transactions there is 
sometimes dissatisfaction even when both parties are sincere and honest. See the Kennel 
Department for our method of insuring satisfaction in the purchase of dogs. 






























































No Page No. Page | No. Page 
Crook & Co iudnckes 213 34a Biggs & Co., E. W...... 213 70 Hudson Bay 214 
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FIELD & STREAM, Printing Crafts Building, New York 
Gentlemen: I want to know moreabout some of the articles advertised in the December number. 


Please have sent to me the literature, booklet, catalog or sample advertieed vy numbers .--..+..++ 


Name. ee ee ee ee ee eeeeee 





Street address .......... ode eeevedh sd bile ba<sce ; iae ate NS Oo fina dok ae tats 
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Write plainly and fill Service numbers in carefully. 
TEESE Ea ET a NERS ASAT ee iz 


and Stream—December, Ig16 


TENNESSEE 


It shall be unlawful for any person to take, 
ship or transport from point to point within this 
State, or from any point within the State to 
any point beyond the border of this State, any 
animal or bird, unless the same be in personal 
possession of or carried openly by the person 
who killed the same, who has in his possession 
at the time a lawful license to hunt. 


TEXAS 


It shall be unlawful to transport beyond the 
limits of the State or within this State, ere 
as hereinafter provided, any wild animal, bird 
or water fowl, or the carcass-or the hide theréof. 
Nothing in this act shall be- construed to pro- 
ene the transportation. or. shipment of game, 
virds or wild fowls when lawfully killed, from 
the place of shipment to the home of the person 
who killed the same. Provided, the person 
who killed said game, birds or fowls, shall ac- 
company said game, birds or fowls on the same 
train, or common carrier, from the point of 
shipment to said point of destination; and pro- 
vided further that the person desiring to ship 
or transport said game, birds or fowls shall 
first make affidavit in writing before some officer 
and upon filing the affidavit such party shall be 
permitted to transport to his home in accord- 
ance herewith not exceeding twenty-five of any 
kind of wild game bird, whe such number is 
permitted ‘to be killed or the kind offered for 
shipment, except wild duck. Provided, that 
such party may be permitted to transport seven- 
ty-five wild ducks upon filing the afk lavit pre- 
scribed. 


UTAH 


It shall be unlawful for any person to ship 
out of this State birds, fish or game, or any 
part or parts thereof, dead or alive, mentioned 
in this act. Any person, after procuring a non- 
resident license, may take out of the State the 
amount of one day’s limit by permission of the 
State commissioner. 


VIRGINIA 


It shall be unlawful, except as hereinafter 
provided, to ship or transport from this State, 
whether alive or dead, wild water fowl, wild 
turkeys, pheasants or grouse, woodcock, par- 
tridges, quail or other game birds, or any 
deer or venison killed or captured within this 
State. Any person authorized to hunt under 
the laws of this State may, during the open 
season, take with him out of the State, either 
in his personal possession or as_ his baggage, 
on the same conveyance with him, not in a 
closed package, but “exposed to view, not ex- 
ceeding thirty wild water fowl, fifty quail or 
partridges, ten pheasants or grouse, three wild 
turkeys, one deer, or plovers, snipe, sandpipers, 
willets, tatlers or curlews, not exceeding twen- 
ty-five each, or not exceeding one hundred in 
the aggregate, when killed or captured by him- 
self; provided, the same shall be plainly labeled 
or tagged with the mame and address of such 
person; and any citizen of this State may, dur- 
ing the open season, ship or have transported 
from this State, as a gift, and not for market 
or sale, so stating on the shipping tag, one 
deer during the season, and not exceedin 
three wild turkeys, six pheasants, twelve wil 
water fowl, eighteen partridges or quail; pro- 
vided, that such game shall be shipped exposed 
to public view and unconcealed, and each parcel 
or package shall be plainly labeled or tagged 
with the name and address of the donor and of 
the donee, and the number of each of such 
game. This section shall not apply to sora, 
rabbits or hares. 


WEST VIRGINIA 

It shall be unlawful for any person to trans- 
port any game or game fish outside of this State 
for any purpose. It shall be lawful to have 
any such game animals, birds or fishes in pos- 
session for a period not exceeding twenty days 
after the open season thereof is ended nd the 
close season thereon has begun. 

No person shall kill or have in possession 
deer, quail, pheasant or ruffed grouse, wild tur- 
key, squirrel or any part of the same, or game 
fishes with the intention of sending or transport- 
ing the same beyond the limits of this State. 


PHOTOGRAPHIC CONTEST 


Fretp AND STREAM offers three prizes 
for the best three photographs submitted 
each month in this Contest, reserving the 
right to publish at our own discretion the 
orders submitted. The prizes for next 
month will be: First Prize—Three years’ 
subscription to Fre.p AND STREAM. 
Second Prize—Two years’ subscription to 
Fietp AND StrEAM. Third Prize—One 
year’s subscription to Fretp ANp STREAM. 
For all others, 50c. will be allowed when 
used 
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Contestants submitting photographs 
will please place name and address on 
the back of each one submitted, state 
make of camera and type of lens used, 
light conditions, time of exposure, and 
any other explanatory matter which 
would be of interest. Address all entries 
to ‘Photographic Contest Department, 
FIELD AND StrEAM, Printing Crafts Bldg, 
Avenue, New 


34th Street and Eighth 
York. 





First Prize Photo—Made by Philip L. Martin. 
No. 3 F. P. K. Bausch & Lomb lens. Stop 4; 
time 1/25. Subject: Young red fox entering 
den 
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Second Prize Photo—Made by Alfred M. 
Bailey. 4 F. Fb, . 2-6. 
Zeiss Kodak lens. Subject: Black-footed alba- 
tross 





Third Prize Photo—Made by Guy L. Eadie. 


1/25-second with portrait 


Vest-Pocket Kodak. 
Young _ broad-winged 


attachment. Subject: 
hawks. 
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1/100-second. | 
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ONCE DE LEON, the Spanish knight, sailing in search 

of the Fountain of Youth, came to the flower-crested vistas 

of an enchanted land one Easter Sunday four hundred 
years ago. He called this country “Florida,” Land of Flowers. 
We can only imagine with what heroic labors, what struggles 
with the elements, de Leon won his way to these strange shores. 
Today the traveler boards the luxuriously appointed trains of 
the SEABOARD AIR LINE, is transported swiftly and with 
every convenience to this land of marvelous climate, mag- 
nificent hotels, where all out-door sports are enjoyed during the 
Winter months. 


The Seaboard Air Line Railway is the shortest, most attractive 
route and maintains exceptionally good service the year round to 


FLORID CUBA GEORGIA 


The Carolina Resorts 
| Pinehurst and Southern Pines, N.C., Camden and Columbia, S.C., Savannah 


| 








Commencing January 3, 1917, the service = be augmented by the inauguration 
of the All Steel, All Pullman, 


SEABOARD FLORIDA LIMITED 


CONSIST Drawingroom Compartment, Standard Sleepers, 


Club Smoker, Dining Car. 


Observation 


Ly. New York 6.20P.M. Ar. Jacksonville 8.00 P. M. 
Lv. W. Phila. 848P.M. Ar. Palm Beach . 6.30 A. M. 
Lv. Baltimore 11.15 P. M. a poe : - “4 a 
Lv Locman am 12.30 A. M Ar. St. Petersburg . 745A. M. 
“""'"USleeper Ready 10.00P.M. one day and two nights enroute 





The late departure means 4 hours more at home, 4 hours less in sleeper. 

Ample time to check baggage day of departure, 

Morning trains from Boston and Buffalo and afternoon from Pittsburg! 
For resort booklets, excursion rates, schedules and further information 


address Seaboard representatives at 

NEW YORK «~ + - = 1184 Broadway 
BOSTON + + 232 Washington Street 
PHILADELPHIA = 1535 Chestnut Street 
CHARLES R. CAPPS 
First Vice President 


connect, 


BALTIMORE + »* Continental Trust Bidg- 
BUFFALO - ~ = ~ 604 Ellicott Square 
WASHINGTON ~ 1416 New York Avenue 


CHARLES B. RYAN 
NORFOLK, VA. General Passenger Agent 


SEABOARD 


AIR LINE RAILWAY 














The Progressive 
Railway of 
the South 








SUBSTANTIAL HOLIDAY CHEER 


~ Evans 
‘ Stout | 


The sift of a barrel containing 10 doz. bottles would prove one, “Old Friends, though absent tome our side, 
Nn. Y- 





Ideal |, Beverages 


For Old Time’s Sake 
Old Time y 


To Rub the . So eae 
ours of Care 





f ¢ Christmeantide.”’ Ideal beverages for holiday hospitality and b 
Fee ror mot ot Chris rn tS eden, CT EVANS & SONS. Estab. 1786. "FUDSON: 
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You who are reading this— 


let us help you enjoy twelve more numbers 


This magazine will bring to you, each month, the breath of the pine woods, the splash of the stream and the atmosphere of the great 
outdoors. ,Jt will tell you in a practical and informative way of the tricks and dodges learned by the “know how” men through years of 
practice and experiment. FIELD AND STREAM will put real red corpuscles in your blood, it will make any man more of a man and 
it will prove a worthy and worth-while companion. We will meet you part way but you must sign and mail the coupon. 


READ THESE OFFERS 
EV TT MN 


The Outdoorsman’s Handbook is the only book of its kind published and 
represents the work of four years of searching out its contents. Indispensable 
to the man or boy who wants to know more and who is willing to be taught 
and advised by the authorities on life in the open. It is worth many times its 
price and, like the encyclopedia that it is, will answer any question or 
problem pertaining to the outdoors. Read more about it on page 224 in 
this issue. 



































PUNVUATUUUNETACUONATAAAT 


A limited number of these books, containing 368 pages, will be ready Decem- 
ber Ist. Reguiar price, $1.50; special offer with a year’s subscription to 
FIELD AND STREAM, $2.00—total value, $3.00. This is offer No. 2. 














You’ve got to have a Compass 

Every sportsman owes it to himself and 
family to remove every avoidable danger 
from his woodland travel—a compass 
will help considerably. 
Here is pictured a thoroughly reliable 
instrument made by a company with half 
a century’s experience in the making of 
absolutely accurate scientific instruments. 
It’s the “LEEDAWL.” ‘Together with a 
year’s subscription (a two-fifty value) for 
$2.00. This is offer No. 3. 


Why Stumble Around 
in the Dark ? 


Don’t forget that woods 
and camp don’t offer the 
: m@ same lighting advantages 
JUSTRITE as home. Before you go 
PAT. DEO. (71901 . 
sii: MAY 7-112 it away, realize that you 
will need just such a thing 
as this Justrite Lamp. 
Here is one that is well 
made, nickel-plated and 
guaranteed to burn 3% 
to 4 hours on each filling. 


, ae This lamp with a year’s 
We give this Kit, together with a year’s subscription, for $2.75 subscription, $2.25. It’s a 
(a real $4.00 value). This is offer No. 4. $3.00 value. Offer No. 5. 


A Real Reel Preparedness is this Watch-Word 


Here is a compact, com- 
plete emergency case. To 
be without one is a crime 
against nature! 





This rod—it’s a “Jim Heddon”—is a real, practical man’s size 
rod. Made by a famous tackle manufacturer and we have 
sold thousands of them—with never a dissatisfied purchaser. 
It’s a two-piece, five-foot, five and a half ounce, bait-casting 
and trolling rod—split-bamboo tip and butt, all guides of file- | 
proof metal, crystal agate tip-top. 

Go to any tackle store and pay $2.00 for this rod or order it 
through us at $2.50 (together with a year’s: subscription). 
This 1s offer No. 2. 








Why lug along just 
ordinary kitchen 
utensils when thou- 
sands are enthusi- siieinon! 
astic about this com- a 
plete cooking outfit? 
This well - known 
Stopple Kook Kit 
contains ample 
equipment for two 
; persons and it all 
nests together to fit 
the side pocket—as 








shown in the illustration. 
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is half the battle and we 
can vouch for this one. 
Here is the “York,” made 
in a_ nickel-plated satin 
finish, with rubber sides 
and front plate and—the 
Abbey Triangular Grip. 
Sixty-yard capacity—adjust- 
able click and drag. Made 
by and stamped with the 
Abbey & Imbrie name, it’s 
Al and guaranteed. 

Here is a $5.00 value we 
fer for $3.0%—with a 
year’s subscription. This 
is offer No. 6 


This case is an indispensable 
pocket hospital—a _ thing 
that some day you would 
give a fortune to own. It 
is compact and complete, 
ai ’ . contains tubes of salve, 
liniment, antiseptic oil, cold cream and liquid court plaster as well as 
surgeon’s plaster, forceps, scissors, pins, cotton, bandages and—direc- 
tions how to use them. 


Here is a $4.50 value which, together with a year’s subscription, we 
price at $3.00. This is offer No. 7 
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= The word “Thermos” means much to many Printing Crafts Building, New York. 

= millions. 

= To you it should mean the first and original Gentlemen : 

= temperature-retaining . bottle —one that has Enclosed is $........ for which send me Field and Stream for 

= been tested and proven of necessity to °vtTy 

= one who would, for instance, have hot coffee # one year andaspremiuma................ as per Offer No..... 

= in a duck blind or coo! 4:nks on the sultry (Article Desired) 

= trout stream. -*" article quite indispensable 

= to eve-y member of the family in most every 

2 ynase of daily life. ES a ene Peet & CEN Sate Wee ir kas sae Sea ORES 2 

a We are giving a quart Thermos nickel-plated a 
bottle together with a year’s subscription for g Street Address ...............cee ccs ceeceneeeceeeneeeeeees 2 
$2.75. (Here is a $4.50 value.) This is é 
offer No. 8. IIS iwi ck hav sndus deeirencveees SUMG 0 vives csessers 

= (Write just as plainly as possible) 
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Nine splendid volumes—Wonderful color plates 


Learn More About Birds- 


Animals, Butterflies, Fish, Insects ! 


Know how to identify your pretty feathered 
friends. Learn their habits, their likes and dis- 
likes—all about them. Learn also how to know 
the other wonderful creatures that Nature has 
placed all about you. Open up a new world. 
These nine fine volumes are a never fail- 


- 


i 


ing treasury of information. 
special offer. Yours to examine before you decide 
to buy. And if you buy, very small monthly 
payments make them yours. Choice of rich cloth 
or flexible leather binding. Read what follows. 
Then send the coupon while this offer lasts. 


The New Nature Library 


Takes you through field and forest, by lake, stream and ocean. 
every walk or drive mean more to you. 


Now sent on a very 


Yaw Basra S 
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Points out the marvelous life of all outdoors. Makes 
You are guided by eminent naturalists.—Men like David Starr Jordan, of Leland 
Stanford University; Dr. Howard of U. S. Dep’t. of Agriculture; Dr. Evermann of U. S. Fish Commission; Dr. Holland of 


Carnegie Museum. You are told how to identify, classify, how to really know nature at first hand. You get the results of 
the vast researches of these eminent men, put right into your hands. The complete set of 9 big volumes, sent for 7 days 
examination if you ask while this offer lasts. Do not delay. The offer applies to present edition only. Mail coupon today. 


New OutdoorEdition See the Superb Pictures 


® 


This edition is a new impression from large clear 


q 





type and especially etched plates on a fine, selected 
grade of paper. Made especially for these books. The 
finest set printed. In rich cloth or flexible leather 
binding. 


/ By ordering now you will 
Save one save a considerable extra 

© cost. Future editions will 
cost more owing to increased prices of paper, ink, leather, 
etc. So, send the coupon now. Don't take a chance of being 
disappointed. Get these books while the present price lasts. 
Don't miss this wonderful offer. Write today. Send coupon. 


All These Subjects 


Bird Neighbors—Wild Flowers—Butterflies—Moths—Trees— 
American Animals—Fishes—Insects—Game Birds. 


Nine big volumes—7% x 8° in. Rich cloth or flexible leather 
binding. Gilt Tops. Hundreds of pictures. Many plates ia 
colors, Thousands of pages of fascinating text. 


Doubleday, Page & Co., Dept. 7029, Garden City, N.Y. “” 


A vast collection of remarkable plates—many in natural colors, 
others in monochrome, show you the birds, animals, fish, flowers—every- 
thing—just as they appear in their native haunts. The making ofthese 
pictures and plates and getting ready to print the books cost thousands of 
dollars. They are yours at our special price and easy terms if you act now. 

SPECIAL—Country Life in America yours for a whole year (12 big 
numbers) for only haif price, if you buy the New Nature Library now. 





Send This Coupon ff Doubleday, Page 


& Company 


For 7 Days’ Reading 4 2272 Seek. 


Send me the big nine-volume 
Nature Library scopocially fine 
This coupon brings the whole set of 9 great Fl PK A A, 
volumes. You pay only net transportation charges, , 2 I will send fo.05 
Nothing to pay onthe books. If you don't want per month until the price, $34.50, is 
them send them back. Otherwise send $1.00 4 paid. Otherwise, I will return the books 
down and the balance on our easy terms # aa one —y ae a4 ee eo 
(see coupon). Get these books now. See the eas a ee ees FS 
marvelous color plates. No obligation # Pak ay as Goatde Weather, Price $44.50 
to buy Send the coupon now. D is aah 


Name. 





Address. 
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CHARLES FRANCIS PRESS, NEW YORK 
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If you want Country Lifein America also, write ‘*yes’’ here..... 






































OT EVERY man of affairs smokes 

Fatimas— many do not smoke at 
all. But—because cigarettes are the 
mildest form of smoking—they are com- 
ing every day to be a standard smoke 
with more and more active-minded, 
substantial men. Fatima in particular 


seems to appeal to men of this character. 

This is doubtless because Fatima’s 
Turkish blend is so delicately balanced 
that men find it leaves them feeling 


keen and fit even after smoking more % 


heavily than usual. 


Lygelte Cs 


KATIM?/ 





A Sensible Cigarette . 








